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PREFACE. 


The  use  of  metrical  Psalms  and  Hjmns  in  the 
English  tongae  is  as  ancient  as  the  English  Book 
of  Common  Prayer.     At  the  publication  of  the 
Ordinal,  in  1552,  one  ancient  Hymn,  the  Veni  Crea- 
tor SpirituSf  in  the  longer  of  the  two  forms  which 
aie  now  found  in  those  offices,  was  incorporated 
into  the  ritual  itself.    To  the  version  of  the  Psalms 
by  Stemhold  and  Hopkins  were  also  appended  cer- 
tain paraphrases  and  other  devout  verses ;  embracing 
the  Lord's  Prayer ;  the  Ten  Commandments  ;  the 
Apostles'  and  Athanasian  Creeds ;  the  Te  Deum; 
the  Hymns  from  Scripture  included  in  the  Morning 
tod  Evening  Prayers ;  and,  with  a  few  other  lines, 
the  Humble  Suit,  the  Lament  and  the  Complaint 
^  a  Sinner,  three  several  forms   of  confession, 
'fhcse  were  probably  from  the   same  hands  witli 
those  metrical  Psalms,  and  bear  date  from  the  reign 
^  Edward  the  Sixth. 
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Without  other  metrical  voice,  however,  the  public 
worship  of  the  Church  remained  through  a  century 
which  shines  with  names  of  poetic  and  Christian 
glory.  While  the  old  Latin  Hymns  were  sung  in 
the  communion  of  the  Church  of  Rome  ;  while 
those  of  the  followers  of  Huss  had  not  died  away ; 
while  millions  of  tongues  echoed  and  re-echoed  the 
songs  of  Luther  and  of  his  successors  in  Germany 
and  Sweden ;  the  Church  of  England,  in  this  re- 
sembling rather  the  Calvinist  communions  of  Scot- 
land, France,  and  Switzerland,  held  itself  almost 
exclusively  within  the  limit  of  versified  portions  of 
the  sacred  Scriptures.  Content  with  the  inheritance 
of  its  majestic  liturpry,  it  loosened  its  hold  on  the 
sacred  psalmody  of  the  earlier  Christian  ages,  and 
made  no  effort  to  enrich  itself  with  new  offerings 
from  Spencer  or  Quarles,  from  Herbert  or  Donne, 
from  Bishop  Hall  or  Bishop  King.  The  early  Non- 
conformists, too,  attempted  no  more. 

At  the  revision  of -the  Prayer-book  in  1662,  an- 
other version  of  the  Veni  Creator  was  added,  and 
placed,  as  now,  first  in  order.  Small  as  was  the 
step,  it  seems  to  have  originated  with  a  rising  taste 
for  the  union  of  sacred  words  with  flowing  numbers 
in  the  offices  of  worship.  The  next  step  was  the 
permission,  in  1696,  soon  after  the  next  revision  or 
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and  of  Charles  Wesley  followed  in  the  next  genera- 
tion ;  and  still  a  generation  later,  those  of  Cowper, 
Newton,  and  Toplady. 

From  amongst  all  these  a  very  few,  and  not 
always  the  same,  found  their  way,  we  scarcely  know 
how,  between  the  covers  of  the  Prayer-book.  Soch 
were  the  Hymns  of  Addison,  the  Morning  and 
Evening  Hymns  of  Bishop  Ken,  the  Communion 
Hymn  of  Doddridge,  and  the  Christmas  Hymn  of 
Wesley.  They  must  have  been  already  used  in 
parish  churches ;  and  usage,  not  authority,  gave 
them  their  place  with  the  Psalms.  Although  in 
most  churches  and  on  most  occasions  no  Hymn  may 
have  been  sung,  it  became  established  that  this  part 
of  the  public  services  was  governed,  not  by  the 
rule  which  prescribed  the  liturgy,  but  by  that  which 
left  the  sermon  and  its  appendages  to  the  direction 
of  the  minister.  Many  and  various,  therefore,  have 
been  the  collections  of  Hymns  which  have  now  been 
published  for  parochial  use  in  England. 

When  the  American  Prayer-book  was  set  forth 
in  1789,  a  selection  of  twenty-seven  Hymns  received 
the  same  authoritative  sanction  with  the  metrical 
version  of  the  Psalms.  It  is  not  obvious  on  what 
grounds  exactly  these  twenty-seven  were  selected. 
Besides  five  of  those  paraphrases,  which  seem  to 
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»oeeeded  from  Tate  or  Patrick,  and  fire 
of  ancertain  origin,  there  were  five  of  Ad- 
X  of  Watts,  four  of  Doddridge,  and  two 
tribed  to  the  Wesley  family. 
lall  was  this  supply,  and  from  resources  so 
that  it  could  not  suffice  after  any  consider- 
ralse  should  have  been  given  to  the  growth 
communion.  It  did  suffice,  however,  for 
twenty  years ;  and  then,  the  General  Con- 
of  1808,  on  an  application  from  the  Diocese 
land,  determined  to  add  the  definite  number 
y  more.  That  number  was  accordingly 
) ;  ten  from  Watts  ;  ten  from  Mrs.  Steele  ; 
)m  Doddridge  ;  two  from  Charles  Wesley ; 

strangely  overlooked  Morning  and  Evening 
of  Bishop  Ken  ;  and  with  one  by  Beddome, 

of  uncertain  authorship, 
acknowledged  want  was  hardly  to  be  thus 
.    These  fifty-seven  Hymns  were  not  indis- 

saperior  to  all  others ;  Logan,  Cowper, 
,  Toplady,  the  Moravian  Hymns,  had  been 
3d  by ;  the  mass  of  Wesley  an  sacred  poetry 
D  scarcely  consulted ;  the  Church  stood  at 
itage  in  comparison  with  the  treasures  which 
locked  to  others ;  and  every  year,  writers 
ank  not  from  the  judgment  of  tti^  %e^«t^«»\» 


< 
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taste,  such  as  Heber,  Montgomery,  Bowdler,  and 
Grant,  increased  the  neglected  wealth.  There  was 
a  wide-spread  desire  to  use  these  treasures ;  and  it 
went  on  and  grew,  till  the  General  Convention  of 
1823,  fifteen  years  after  the  last  addition,  were  in- 
duced to  refer  the  whole  subject  to  a  large  Com- 
mittee. That  Committee  made  its  report  to  the 
Convention  of  1826  ;  and  the  report  embodied  the 
existing  collection  of  two  hundred  and  twelve 
Hymns,  of  which  only  fifty-five  had  been  in  use 
before;  two  being  stricken  out,  undoubtedly  for 
doctrinal  reasons. 

Of  the  one  hundred  and  fifty-seven  Hymns  which 
were  thus  added  in  1826,  sixteen  were  the  compo- 
sition of  Watts ;  twelve  of  Mrs.  Steele  ;  eleven  of 
Doddridge ;  eleven  of  Charles  Wesley ;  ten  of 
Logan ;  ten  of  Montgomery ;  nine  of  Newton ; 
five  of  Cowper ;  three  of  Toplady  ;  two  of  Pope ; 
two  of  Samuel  Wesley ;  two  of  Ogilvie ;  two  of 
Robinson ;  two  of  Stennett ;  two  of  Beddome ; 
two  of  Mrs.  Barbauld ;  two  of  Bishop  Heber ; 
two  of  Sir  Robert  Grant ;  twenty-two  of  writers, 
each  of  whom  contributed  but  one ;  and  eleven 
of  authors  whom  it  is  difficult  to  trace.  Nineteen 
^jmns,  also,  were  furnished  by  members  of  our  own 
charcb ;  nine  of  them  by  Bis\iop  Ow^e^^oT^L  ^5 
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PenBsylyania ;  five  by  Dr.  Muhlenberg ;  three  by 
Bishop  DoaDe ;  one  by  Mr.  Eastburn,  and  one  by 
Mr.  Key. 

This  complete  collection  of  two  hundred  and 
twelve  Hymns  was  declared,  by  a  formal  vote  of 
the  Convention,  to  be  ''no  part  of  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer ;"  bat  was  "  set  forth  and  allowed 
to  be  song  in  all  the  congregations  of  the  Church.'^ 
In  the  limitation  suggested  by  this  express  permis- 
sion, the  Church  has  practically  acquiesced ;  and 
perhaps  it  would  be  unprofitable  to  discuss  or  decide 
whether  the  liberty  which  existed  before  such  a  per- 
mission has  been  absolutely  relinquished.  Should 
the  want  of  a  more  copious  treasury  of  sacred  songs 
be  seriously  felt  in  our  public  worship ;  should  there 
be  new  Asaphs,  of  whose  psalmody  we  could  no1 
bear  to  be  deprived ;  or  should  increased  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Hymnals  of  the  early  Church,  or  of 
the  mediffival  times,  or  of  other  languages  or  othei 
communions  in  our  own  days,  disclose  gems  whicl 
it  would  be  almost  ungrateful  to  the  Giver  of  al 
good  gifts  to  disregard ;  our  ecclesiastical  councils 
representing  the  doctrine  of  the  Church,  and  guidec 
by  wisdom  from  above,  will  know  how  to  M^  ^^ 
holjr  trust. 

But  no  deference  for  authority  need  TestTomi 


X  PREFACE. 

the  compilation  of  more  extensive  selections,  which 
may  provide  material  for  assistance  in  any  snch  re- 
vision should  it  be  held  expedient ;  and  till  then 
may  be  welcomed  in  the  chamber,  the  family,  or  the 
circle  of  Christian  Mends.  It  would  be  impossible, 
were  it  desirable,  to  forbid  access  to  the  many  col- 
lections which  have  proceeded  from  such  different 
sources.  Two  hundred  Hymns,  even  were  they 
without  exception  the  best  in  our  language,  would 
not  be  all  which  ought  to  be  read  and  sung ;  while 
several  of  the  most  respectable  collections  contain 
more  than  a  thousand.  Since  1826  several  eminent 
writers  of  sacred  poetry  have  arisen  ;  and  the  pro- 
ductions of  others  have  sunk  much  more  deeply 
than  before  into  Christian  hearts.  Many  of  the  old 
Greek  and  Latin  Hymns  have  been  clothed  in  the 
garb  of  English  verse,  more  or  less  flowing  and 
felicitous.  By  skilful  hands,  too,  the  storehouse 
of  the  German  wealth  in  this  department  of  eccle- 
siastical literature  has  been  opened.  From  each 
of  these  sources  familiar  lines  are  already  amongst 
the  endeared  household  words  of  our  communion. 
A  collection,  therefore,  like  that  which  is  here 
offered,  cannot  be  believed  to  be  quite  unsuituble 
or  unacceptable.  It  takes  the  form  of  a  supple- 
ment to  the  collection  authorized  by  the  Convention 
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of  1826 ;  is  arranged  ander  the  same  order ;  con- 
tains none  of  the  same  Hymns ;  and,  with  that  col- 
lection,  should    comprise   whatever  the    general 
Irishes  of  pions  members  of  onr  Ghnrch  might  con- 
ear  in  desiring.     It  adds  forty-two  more  of  the 
Psalms  and   Hymns  of  Watts  to  the  thirty-two 
which  are  already  nsed.     Forty-two  of  the  most 
glowing  in  the  Yolnme  are  taken  from  Wesley,  in 
addition  to  the  small  number  of  the  previous  fifteen. 
The  eighteen  from  Doddridge,  which  are  now  sung, 
receive  here  an  accession  of  sixteen.     From  New- 
ton we  had  ten,  and  here  have  fourteen  more ;  from 
Cowper  we  had  five,  and  here  have  twelve  besides ; 
Tom  Logan  we  had  ten,  and  here  have  four  in  ad- 
dition ;  and  four  are  also  added  to  the  former  three 
om  Toplady;  and  four  to  the  twenty-two  from 
rs.  Steele.     These,  with  a  few  others  of  Stem- 
Id,   Milton,  Herbert,  Baxter,  Merrick,  Cotton, 
ddome,    Gennick,    Hart,    Gibbons,    Gisbome, 
vie8»  Barbauld,  Hawkesworth,  Kennett,  of  each 
one  or  two,  are  fruits  gathered,  not  gleaned, 
I  fields  which  had  been  traversed  but  scarcely 
ed  before.     The  religious  writings  of  Mont- 
^ry  were  then  but  partially  published ;  in  their 
lete  form  they  have  yielded,  besides  the  ten 
18  then  adopted,  not  less  than  thirty-lYro  \  mA 
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in  the  same  manner  twelve,  besides  the  preyiona 
two,  have  been  taken  from  the  series,  then  too  little 
known,  of  Bishop  Heber.  Four  from  Milman,  and 
two  more  from  Grant  might  also  have  escaped 
attention  at  that  time,  though  already  pnblic.  Eight 
extracted  from  the  sacred  poetry  of  Keble ;  nine 
from  that  of  Lyte ;  five  from  that  of  our  own  Cros- 
well ;  three  from  Brydges,  a  glowing  writer  of  the 
Bomish  communion  ;  six  from  Kelly ;  three  from 
Bonar ;  three  from  Conder ;  three  from  Edmeston ; 
two  from  Bishop  Doane ;  two  from  Baptist  Noel ; 
one  from  Bowring ;  many  bearing  names  less  known ; 
and  almost  all  of  more  than  fifty  which  are  anony- 
mous,  could  probably  never  have  come  under  notice 
if  they  even  existed  thirty  years  since.  Five  simple 
Moravian  Hymns  are  drawn  from  sources  which 
certainly  were  not  then  consulted.  Forty  transla- 
tions of  Latin  Hymns  are  almost  all  of  recent 
publication.  Sixteen  from  the  German  are  equally 
recent.  Thus  is  the  present  collection  made  up ; 
and  such  are  its  relations  to  that  which  forms  our 
established  Book  of  Hymns. 

The  principles  and  grounds  of  selection  could  be 
no  other  than  scriptural  truth,  devout  feeling,  eccle- 
siastical solemnity,  poetic  beauty,  popular  estima- 
i^on,  and  adaptation  to  musical  harmony.     It  is  a 
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Bfioessity,  of  conrse,  that  there  should  be  freqnen 
curtailments.  In  the  delicate  task  of  change  fo 
the  sake  of  emendation,  little  has  been  attemptei 
beyond  a  compliance  with  the  rules  of  rhyme 
rhythm,  and  grammatical,  rhetorical,  and  doctrinn 
correctness.  The  original  text  has  been  followec 
wherever  a  deviation  was  not  more  than  justified 
Bat  a  Hymn  for  the  use  of  the  Church  of  Christ  i 
not  a  literary  production,  in  which  the  rcputatio: 
of  the  author  is  to  be  chiefly  regarded. 

The  work  of  preparing  a  volume  like  this  mug 
needs  be  delightful,  but  also  not  a  little  laborious 
Many  hours  of  solitary  study,  and  not  a  few  day 
of  protracted  conference,  have  been  given  to  result 
which  will  only  be  apparent,  if  at  all,  in  the  absenc 
of  certain  faults  and  blemishes.  The  greatness  o 
the  end,  if  it  could  indeed  be  reached,  was  almos 
beyond  exaggeration ;  to  furnish  harmonious  word 
to  the  devotion  of  hearts  united  in  the  communio 
of  the  saints.  For  this  it  was  necessary  that  pei 
lonal  preferences  should  be  yielded ;  that  earthl 
divisions  should  be  forgotten ;  and  that  those  strain 
ihoold  command  the  ear  and  heart,  which  in  ever 
part  of  our  land,  in  every  congregation  of  on 
Church,  in  every  order  of  minds  to  which  the  fait 
OQce  delivered  to  the  saints  is  dear,  m\^\>  > 
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the  chosen  utterance  of  humble  and  intelligent 
piety. 

It  cdnnot  be  too  much  to  hope  and  believe,  that 
a  collection  so  large  as  this,  and  made  on  these 
principles,  must,  together  with  the  Prayer-book  col- 
lection, embrace  almost  all  the  choicest  metrical 
Hymns  in  our  language.  Some  may  have  been 
included,  which  the  judgment  of  other  compilers 
would  have  rejected;  but  it  is  scarcely  possible 
that  many  should  be  absent  which  would  have  been 
secure  of  general  approval. 

Th^  persons  who  have  undertaken  the  labour 
involved  in  the  preparation  of  this  book,  and  who 
must  be  responsible  for  the  execution,  are  the  Bight 
Rev.  Bishop  Burgess,  of  Maine ;  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Muhlenberg,  of  New  York ;  the  Rev.  Dr.  Howe, 
of  Pennsylvania ;  the  Rev.  Dr.  Coxe,  of  Mary- 
land ;  and  Professor  Wharton,  of  Kenyon  College. 
They  have  been  materially  aided  by  the  counsel  and 
help  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishops  Potter  and  Bow- 
man, of  Pennsylvania,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Andrews,  of  Vir- 
ginia, and  the  Rev.  John  F.  Young,  of  New  York. 

The  book  is  now  commended  to  the  blessing  of 
God,  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  ; 
whose  praises  it  would  utter  in  every  line. 

Mat,  1860. 
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HYMN  L  L.  M. 

THE  heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  Lord; 
In  every  star  Thy  wisdom  shines; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  Thy  word, 
We  read  Thy  Name  in  fairer  lines. 

8  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 

And  nights  and  days  Thy  power  confess; 
But  the  blest  volume  Thou  hast  writ, 
Reveals  Thy  justice  and  Thy  grace. 

8  San,  moon,  and  stars,  convey  Thy  praise 
Bound  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand ; 
So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touch'd  and  glunced  on  every  land. 

4  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renew'd,  and  sins  forgiven; 
Lord,  cleanse  our  sins,  our  souls  renew, 
And  make  Thy  word  our  guide  to  \i^aiNet 

(15) 
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THE  starry  firmament  on  high, 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  sky, 
Yet  shine  not  to  Thy  praise,  O  Lord. 
So  brightly  as  Thy  written  word. 

2  The  hopes  that  holy  word  supplies, 
Its  truths  divine  and  precepts  wise, 
In  each  a  heavenly  beam  I  see, 
And  every  beam  conducts  to  Thee. 

3  Almighty  Lord  I  the  sun  shall  fail, 
The  moon  forget  her  nightly  tale. 
And  deepest  silence  hush  on  high 
The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky  : 

4  But  fixed  for  everlasting  years. 
Unmoved  amid  the  wreck  of  spheres. 
Thy  word  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  have  passed  away. 

HYMN  3.  C.  M. 

WHAT  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page  I 
Majestic,  like  the  sun, 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 
The  gracious  light  and  heat : 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise ; 
They  rise,  bat  never  set. 
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3  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine, 

For  such  a  bright  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  Him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 


HYMN  4.  II.  4. 

ISRAEL,  in  ancient  days, 
Not  only  had  a  view 
Of  Sinai  in  a  blaze, 

But  learn'd  the  Gospel  too : 
The  types  and  figures  were  a  glass 
In  which  they  saw  the  Saviour  pass. 

2  The  paschal  sacrifice. 

And  blood-besprinkled  door, 
Seen  with  enlightened  eyes. 

And  once  applied  with  power, 
Would  teach  the  need  of  other  blood, 
To  make  the  sinner's  peace  with  God. 

3  The  scapegoat  on  his  head 

The  people's  trespass  bore. 
And,  to  the  desert  led, 

Was  to  be  seen  no  more; 
In  him  our  Surety  seem'd  to  say, 
"  Behold  !  I  bear  your  sins  away." 

2*  B 
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4  Dipt  in  his  fellow's  blood, 

The  living  bird  went  free; 
The  type  well  understood, 

Expressed  the  sinner's  plea, 
Described  a  gniltj  soul  enlarged, 
And  by  a  Saviour's  death  discharged^ 

6  Jesus,  I  love  to  trace. 

Throughout  the  sacred  page, 
The  footsteps  of  Thy  grace, 

The  same  in  every  age  I 
0  grant  that  I  may  faithful  be 
To  clearer  light  vouchsafed  to  me ! 

HYMN  5.  C.  M. 

COMB,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire ; 
Let  us  Thine  influence  prove ; 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire ; 
Fountain  of  life  and  love. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  moved  by  Thee 

The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke : 
Unlock  the  truth.  Thyself  the  key ; 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 

3  Expand  Thy  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night; 
On  our  disorder'd  spirits  move. 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4  God,  through  himself,  we  then  shall  know 

If  Thou  within  us  shine  ; 
And  sound,  with  all  Thy  saints  below. 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 
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HYMN  6.  C.  M. 

A  GLORY  in  the  Word  we  find, 
When  grace  restores  our  sight; 
Bat  sin  has  darkened  all  the  mind, 
And  veiPd  the  heavenly  light. 

2  When  God  the  Spirit  clears  our  view, 
How  bright  the  doctrines  shine  1 
Their  holy  fruits  and  sweetness  show 
The  Author  is  divine. 


3  How  blest  are  we  with  open  face 
To  view  thy  glory,  Lord, 
And  all  thine  image  here  to  trace 
Reflected  in  thy  word  ! 


4  O,  teach  us,  as  we  look,  to  grow 
In  holiness  and  love, 
That  we  may  long  to  see  and  know 
Thy  glorious  face  above. 


i 


CREATION. 
HYMN  7.  IIT.  1. 

HERALDS  of  creation  !  cry, — 
Praise  the  Lord,  the  Lord  most  high  1 
Heaven  and  earth!  obey  the  call, 
Praise  t}w  Lord,  the  Lord  of  all. 
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2  For  He  spake,  and  forth  from  night 
Sprang  the  universe  to  light : 

He  commanded,  —  Nature  heard, 
And  stood  fast  upon  His  word. 

3  Praise  Him,  all  ye  hosts  above. 
Spirits  perfected  in  love; 

Sun  and  moon !  your  voices  raise. 
Sing,  ye  stars  1  your  Maker's  praise. 

4  Earth  1  from  all  thy  depths  below, 
Ocean's  hallelujahs  flow. 
Lightning,  vapour,  wind,  and  storm. 
Hail  and  snow !  His  will  perform. 

5  Vales  and  mountains  I  burst  in  song ; 
Rivers  1  roll  his  praise  along ; 

Clap  your  hands,  ye  trees !  and  hail 
God,  who  comes  in  every  gale. 

6  Birds  1  on  wings  of  rapture  soar. 
Warble  at  His  Temple  door; 
Joyful  sounds  from  herds  and  flocks. 
Echo  back,  ye  caves  and  rocks  1 

T  Kings  I  your  Sovereign  serve  with  awe  ; 
Judges !  own  His  righteous  law ; 
Princes !  worship  Him  with  fear ; 
Bow  the  knee,  all  people  1  here. 

8  Let  His  truth  by  babes  be  told. 
And  His  wonders  by  the  old ; 
Youths  and  maidens  I  in  your  prime, 
Learn  the  lays  of  heaven  betime. 
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9  High  above  all  height  His  throne, 
Excellent  His  name  alone ; 
Him  let  all  His  works  confess, 
Him  let  every  being  bless. 


HYMN  8.  III.  1. 

LET  ns  with  a  gladsome  mind 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  kind  ; 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithfal,  ever  sure. 
Let  us  sound  His  name  abroad, 
For  of  gods  He  is  the  God, 
Who  by  wisdom  did  create 
Heaven's  expanse  and  all  its  state ; 


2  Solid  earth  He  did  ordain 
How  to  rise  above  the  main ; 
And,  by  His  commanding  might, 
FilPd  the  new-made  earth  with  light ; 
Caused  the  golden-tressed  sun 

All  the  day  his  course  to  run ; 
And  the  moon  to  shine  by  night, 
'Mid  her  spangled  sisters  bright. 

3  All  His  creatures  God  doth  feed, 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need; 
Let  us  therefore  warble  forth 
His  high  majesty  and  worth. 

He  His  mansion  hath  on  high, 
Past  the  reach  of  mortal  eye ; 
And  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  f&HhfaJ,  ever  sure. 
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HYMN  9.  C.  M. 

ONE  Name  above  all  glorious  names, 
With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs. 

2  The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind, 

His  boundless  power  display : 
But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find 
The  Spirit-s  viewless  way. 

3  Two  worlds  are  ours  :  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 
Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

4  Thou,  who  hast  giv'n  me  eyes  to  see, 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 
Give  rae  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee, 
And  read  Thee  everywhere. 


HYMN  10.  C.  M. 

I  SING  the  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise ; 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad. 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordain'd 
The  sun  to  rule  the  day  : 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 
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3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 

That  filPd  the  earth  with  food ; 
He  fonn'd  the  creatures  with  His  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Lord,  how  Thy  wonders  are  displayed, 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eyes. 
Though  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  skies ! 

5  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below. 

But  makes  Thy  glories  known ; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  Thy  throne. 

6  Creatures,  as  numerous  as  they  be, 

Are  subject  to  Thy  care; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee. 
But  God  is  present  there. 

T  In  heaven  are  seen  His  beams  of  love, 
His  wrath  in  hell  beneath ; 
'TJs  on  His  earth  I  stand  or  move. 
And  'tis  His  air  I  breathe. 

8  His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard. 
He  keeps  me  with  His  eye : 
Why  should  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 
Who  is  for  ever  nigh  ? 
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PROVIDENCE. 

HYMN  U.  C.  M. 

ANGELS,  where'er  we  go,  attend 
Our  steps,  whatever  betide ; 
With  watchful  care  their  charge  defend, 
And  evil  turn  aside. 

2  Myriads  of  bright  cherubic  bands. 

Sent  by  the  King  of  kings. 
Rejoice  to  bear  us  in  their  hands, 
And  shade  us  with  their  wings. 

3  Jehovah's  charioteers  surround ; 

The  ministerial  choir 
Encamp,  where'er  His  heirs  are  found. 
And  form  our  wall  of  fire. 

4  Ten  thousand  offices  unseen 

For  us  they  gladly  do. 
Deliver  in  the  furnace  keen, 
And  safe  escort  us  through. 

6  And  thronging  round,  with  steadfast  love, 
They  guard  the  dying  breast. 
The  lurking  fiend  far  off  remove, 
And  soothe  our  souls  to  rest. 

6  And  when  our  spirits  we  resign, 
On  outstretched  wings  they  bear. 
And  lodge  us  in  the  arms  Divine, 
And  leave  us  ever  there. 
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HYMN  12.  C.  M. 

IN  Thee  I  live,  and  move,  and  am ; 
Thou  numberest  all  my  days  : 
As  Thou  renew'st  my  being.  Lord, 
Let  me  renew  Thy  praise. 

2  From  Thee  I  am,  through  Thee  I  am, 

And  for  Thee  I  must  be; 

'Twere  better  for  nae  not  to  live, 

Than  not  to  live  to  Thee. 

3  Naked  I  came  into  this  world, 

And  nothing  with  me  brought, 
And  nothing  have  I  here  deserved, 
Yet  have  I  wanted  nought. 

4  I  do  not  bless  my  labouring  hand. 

My  labouring  head,  or  chance  ; 
Thy  Providence,  most  gracious  God, 
Is  my  inheritance. 

6  The  daily  favours  of  Thy  love 
I  cannot  sing  at  large  ; 
Yet  humbly  may  I  make  this  boast, 
I  am  the  Almighty's  charge. 

6  Lord,  in  the  day  Thou  art  about 
The  paths  wherein  I  tread. 
And  in  the  night,  when  I  lie  down, 
Thou  art  about  my  bed. 


1  0  let  my  house  a  temple  be, 
That  I  and  mine  may  sing 
Hosannas  to  our  loving  God, 
Our  Father,  and  our  King. 
3 
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HYMN  13.  II.  6. 

CHILDREN  of  God  lack  nothing, 
His  promise  bears  them  through; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  His  people  too  : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens. 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens, 
Will  give  His  children  bread. 

2  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear ; 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither. 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet,  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 
For  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 


REDEMPTION. 

HYMN  14.  II.  4. 

BLOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow : 
The  gladly-solemn  sound  I 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 
To  earth's  remotest  bound. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 
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2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  fall  atonement  made : 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mournfol  souls,  be  glad : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Keturn,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  by  his  blood 

Throughout  the  worid  proclaim : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
Keturn,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

i 
6  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 

Your  heritage  above, 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace; 
And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
Return^  je  ransomed  sinners,  liome. 
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HYMN  15.  C.  M. 

PLUNG'D  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 
We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
One  spark  of  glimm'ring  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  peace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief; 
He  saw,  and,  oh  1  amazing  love, 
He  flew  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  He  sped ; 

Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh, 

And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  Oh,  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break, 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak! 

5  Angels  assist  our  mighty  joys, 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold ; 
Yet,  though  ye  raise  your  highest  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

HYMN  16.  II.  4. 

JOIN  all  the  glorious  names 
Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 
That  ever  mortals  knew. 
Or  angels  ever  bore ; 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  His  worth. 
Too  mean  to  set  the  Saviour  forth. 
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2  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  shall  bless  Thy  name  ; 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came, 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  our  Great  High  Priest, 

Offered  his  blood  and  died  ; 
Our  guilty  conscience  seeks 
No  sacrifice  beside  : 
Thy  powerful  blood  did  once  atone. 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  0  thou  Almighty  Lord, 

Our  Conqueror  and  our  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword. 

Thy  reigning  grace  we  sing : 
Thine  is  the  power;  behold  we  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  Thy  feet. 


HYMN  17.  S.  M. 

NO  blood  of  bird  or  beast, 
On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  rest, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  tbey. 
3  * 
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3  M;  faith  woald  lay  Iter  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 

While  like  a  peoitent  I  stand, 

And  there  confess  mj  eiq. 

4  My  Boul  looks  bock,  to  see 

The  burden  Thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  accursed  tree, 

And  reads  her  pardon  there. 

5.  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerfnl  voic 
And  sing  His  bleeding  love. 


HYMN  18.  C.  M. 

THEKE  is  a  fountain  aii'd  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains, 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fouutuiu  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  J,  as  Tile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 


I  Dear,  dying  Lamb,  Thy  preoions  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 


REDEMPTION.  31 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


6  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save ; 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


0 


HYMN  19.  C.  M. 

FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 


2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God 
Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
And  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 
The  honours  of  Thy  Name. 


3  Jesus  1  the  Name  that  charms  our  fears. 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
rris  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 


4  He  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin. 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean  \ 
His  blood  avaiVd  for  me. 


{ 
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5  He  speaks  —  and,  listening  to  bis  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice ; 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

6  Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come  ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

HY31N  20.  P.  M. 

THE  voice  of  free  grace 
Cries,  escape  to  the  mountain. 
For  Adam's  lost  race 

Christ  hath  opened  a  fountain, 
For  sin  and  unclean ness 

And  every  transgression. 
His  blood  flows  most  freely 
In  streams  of  salvation. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb 

Who  hath  bought  us  our  pardoxi, 
We'll  praise  Him  again 
When  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded. 
To  Jesus  repair; 
He  calls  you  in  mercy. 

And  can  you  forbear? 
Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet 

Still  flee  to  the  mountain, 
That  blood  can  remove  them 
Which  streams  from  this  fountain. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 
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3  O  Jesus  I  ride  onward, 
Triumphantly  glorious; 
O'er  sin,  death,  and  hell, 

Thou  'rt  more  than  victorious ; 
Thy  name  is  the  theme 

Of  the  great  congregation, 
While  angels  and  saints 

Kaise  the  shout  of  salvation. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

I  4  With  joy  shall  we  stand 

J  When  escaped  to  that  shore ; 

I  With  our  harps  in  our  hand 

1  We  will  praise  Him  the  more  ; 

i  We'll  range  the  sweet  fields 

;  On  the  banks  of  the  river, 

;  And  sing  of  salvation 

For  ever  and  ever. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

HYMN  2L  HI.  3. 

MIGHTY  God  I  while  angels  bless  Thee, 
May  a  mortal  lisp  thy  name  ? 
Lord  of  men,  as  well  as  angels  I 

Thou  art  every  creature's  theme : 
Lord  of  every  land  and  nation. 

Ancient  of  eternal  days  I 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation, 
Be  Thy  just  and  awful  praise. 

2  For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature, 
Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought; 
For  the  wonders. of  creation, 
Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrou^\v\.\ 


/ 


For  Thy  proTidence  ihat  gorertiB 
Throngh  Thine  empire's  wide  domun, 

Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow; 
Blessed  be  Thy  geDtle  reign. 

3  But  Thy  rich,  Thy  free  redemption, 

Bright,  through  darkness  all  along, 
Thongbt  is  poor,  and  poor  expression  ; 

Who  can  sing  that  wondroos  song  ? 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory  I 

Shall  Thy  praise  nnntter'd  lie  ? 
Break,  my  tongue  1  such  guilty  silence. 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die ; 

4  From  the  highest  throne  of  glory 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captires  ! 

Flow  my  praise,  forever  flow  I 
Gome,  and  oh,  to  leave  it  never. 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  take  Thy  tlirone  ; 
Quickly  come,  and  reign  forever; 

Be  the  kingdom  all  Thine  own  I 


THE     CHUKCH. 
HYMN  22.  in.  3. 

GLOEIOUS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God : 
He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken. 
Formed  thee  for  his  own  abode ; 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded 

What  can  shake  tliy  sure  repose  ? 
With  salvation's  walls  sorroundcd, 
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je  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove; 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Doth  the  spirit's  thirst  assuage? 
Grace,  which  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering. 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Bless'd  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Wash'd  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  I 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on. 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 

Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I  through  grace  a  member  am. 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity, 

I  will  glory  in  thy  Name : 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure. 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure, 

None  but  Zion's  children  know. 

HYMN  23.  II.  4. 

>NE  sole  baptismal  sign, 
One  Lord,  below,  above, 
Zion,  one  faith  is  thine, 

The  only  watchword  —  Love; 
From  many  temples  though  it  ri^e, 
One  song  ascending  to  the  skWs. 
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2  Head  of  the  church  beneath, 

The  catholic,  the  true, 
On  all  her  members  breathe, 

Her  broken  frame  renew  I 
Then  shall  Thy  perfect  will  be  done, 
When  Christians  love  and  live  as  one. 


HYMN  24.  C.  M, 

COME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above, 
That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle  wings  of  love, 
To  joys  celestial  rise. 

2  Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing, 

With  those  to  glory  gone: 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  heaven  and  earth  are  one. 

3  One  family,  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  church  above,  beneath. 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream. 
The  narrow  stream  of  death. 

4  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  Ten  thousand  to  their  endless  home, 

This  solemn  moment  fly ; 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 
And  soon  expect  to  £e. 


THE    OHUROH.  37 

6  Oh,  theo,  may  we  behold  our  Guide  ! 
And  when  the  word  is  given, 
Come,  Lord  of  Hosts,  the  waves  divide, 
And  land  us  all  in  heaven. 


HYMN  25.  P.  M. 

HEAD  of  the  hosts  in  glory ! 
We  joyfully  adore  Thee, 
Thy  church  below, 
Blending  with  those  on  high — 
Where  through  the  azure  sky 
Thy  saints  in  ecstasy 
Forever  glow ! 

2  Angels  I  archangels  I  glorious 
Guards  of  the  church  victorious ! 

Worship  the  Lamb  I 
Crown  Him  with  crowns  of  light. 
One  of  the  Three  by  right — 
Love,  Majesty,  and  Might  — 

The  great  I  AM ! 

8  Martyrs !  whose  mystic  legions 
March  o'er  yon  heavenly  regions 

In  triumph  round : 
Wave  high  your  banners,  wave ! 
Your  God,  our  Saviour,  clave 
For  Death  itself  a  grave, — 

In  hell  profound ! 

4  Saints  !  in  fair  circles,  casting 
Rich  trophies  everlasting 
At  Jesus'  feet, 

4 


88  THE    GUUaCH. 

Amidst  our  rade  alarms, 
We  stretch  forth  suppliant  arms, 
That  we,  too,  safe  from  harms. 
In  heaven  may  meet! 

5  Then  raise  the  son^  of  gladness. 
To  dissipate  our  sadness, 

And  dry  our  tears ; 
We  wend  our  weary  way 
Up  to  the  realms  of  day, 
And  watch  and  wait  and  pray. 

Through  hopes  and  fears  I 

6  Saviour,  in  glory  beaming, 
With  radiance  brightly  streaming. 

Enthroned  in  power, 
Qrant,  by  Thy  awful  name. 
That  we  through  flood  and  flame 
The  Gospel  may  proclaim, 

Till  lifers  last  hour. 


HYMN  26.  III.  1. 

PEOPLE  of  the  living  God, 
I  have  sought  the  world  around. 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod. 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found : 

2  Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns. 
Turns  —  a  fugitive  unblest; 
Brethren  !  where  your  altar  bums, 
0  receive  me  into  rest. 
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3  Lonely,  I  no  longer  roam,         ^ 
Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave  ; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home. 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 


4  Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore. 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more. 
Every  idol  I  resign. 


HYMN  27.  IIL  5. 

ZION  stands  with  hills  surrounded, 
Zion,  kept  by  power  divine: 
All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, 
Though  the  world  in  arms  combine : 

Happy  Zion, 
What  a  favoured  lot  is  thine  ! 


2  Every  human  tie  may  perish ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove  ; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish  ; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove ; 

But  no  changes 
E'er  can  change  Jehovah's  love. 

3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee ; 
Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight : 

God  is  with  thee, 
God,  thine  everlasting  Ug\\t. 


f 
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HYMN  28,  L.  M. 

KINDRED  in  Christ  I  for  His  dear  sak 
A  hearty  welcome  here  receive  ; 
May  we  together  now  partake 
The  joys  which  only  He  can  give 

2  May  He,  by  whose  kind  care  we  meet, 

Send  His  good  Spirit  from  above ; 
Make  our  communications  sweet, 

And  cause  our  hearts  to  burn  with  love. 

3  Forgotten  be  each  woridly  theme. 

When  Christians  meet  together  thus ; 
We  only  wish  to  speak  of  Him 

Who  lived,  and  died,  and  reigns  for  us. 

4  We'll  talk  of  all  he  did,  and  said, 

And  suffered  for  us  here  below ; 
The  path  He  mark'd  for  us  to  tread, 
And  what  He's  doing  for  us  now. 

5  Thus,  as  the  moments  pass  away 

We'll  love  and  wonder,  and  adore ; 
And  hasten  on  the  glorious  day 
When  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more 


HYMN  29.  II.  3. 

FORTH  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky, 
Lord,  to  Thine  altar's  shade  we  fly ; 
Forth  from  the  world,  its  hope  and  fear. 
Saviour,  we  seek  T^hj  shelter  heT^i 
Weary  and  weak,  Thy  grace  we  pta^  •, 
Tara  not,  O  Lord  I  Thy  guests  awa^. 
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2  Long  have  we  roamed  in  want  and  pain, 
Long  have  we  sought  for  rest  in  vain  ; 
Wilder'd  in  doubt,  in  darkness  lost, 
.  Long  have  our  souls  been  tempest -tost ; 
Low  at  Thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay ; 
Turn  not,  0  Lord  !  Thy  guests  away. 


HYMN  30.  III.  1. 

GREAT  the  joy  when  Christians  meet ; 
Christian  fellowship  how  sweet  I 
When,  their  theme  of  praise  the  same, 
They  exalt  Jehovah's  name. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move, 
When  he  saw  our  race  undone, 
Lov'd  the  world  aad  gave  His  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  unbounded  love, 
How  He  left  the  realms  above  ; 
Took  our  nature  and  our  place 
Liv'd  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we  too  the  Spirit's  love; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  He  strove, 
Chas'd  the  mists  of  sin  away, 
Tum'd  our  night  to  glorious  day. 

6  Great  the  joj,  the  union  sweet, 
When  the  saints  in  glory  meet  •, 
Where  the  theme  is  still  the  same, 
SM^  Jehovah's  glorious  name. 
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HYMN  3L  III.  1. 

CHRIST,  through  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Perfecting  the  saints  below, 
Hear  us  who  Thy  nature  share, 
Who  thy  mystic  body  are : 
Join  us,  in  one  Spirit  join ; 
Let  us  still  receive  of  Thine; 
While  for  more  on  Thee  we  call, 
Thou  who  fillest  all  in  all. 

2  Move  and  actuate  and  guide. 
Divers  gifts  to  each  divide ; 
Placed  according  to  Thy  will. 
Let  us  all  our  work  fulfil; 
Never  from  our  office  move, 
Needful  to  each  other  prove ; 
Let  us  daily  growth  receive. 
More  and  more  in  Jesus  live. 

HYMN  32.  C.  M. 

COME  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 
Stranger  nor  foe  art  thou; 
We  welcome  thee  with  warm  accord. 
Our  Friend,  our  Brother  now. 

2  The  hand  of  fellowship,  the  heart 

Of  love,  we  offer  thee ; 
Leaving  the  world,  thou  dost  but  part 
From  lies  and  vanity. 

3  The  cup  of  blessing  which  we  bless. 

The  heavenly  bread  we  break, 
(Oar  /Saviour's  blood  and  righteousness). 
Freely  with  us  partake. 
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4  In  weal  or  woe,  in  joy  or  care, 

Thy  portion  shall  be  ours ; 
Christians  their  mntnal  burthen  share. 
They  lend  their  mntnal  powers. 

5  Come  with  ns,  we  will  do  thee  good, 

As  God  to  ns  hath  done. 
Stand  but  in  Him,  as  those  have  stood, 
Whose  faith  the  victory  won. 


HYMN  33.  II.  3. 

CITY  of  Heaven,  Jerusalem, 
Blest  Vision  of  the  Peace  on  high, 
With  living  stones,  each  stone  a  gem, 

Uplifted  to  the  starry  sky. 
In  all  thy  bridal  splendour  crown'd. 
With  thousand  thousand  angels  round  I 

2  Oh,  wedded  to  a  lot  most  bright. 

E'en  with  the  Father's  glory  dower'd, 
In  all  the  Bridegroom's  beauty  dight. 

Queen,  in  all  loveliness  embower'd  ; 
To  Christ  the  king  in  marriage  given  : 
Resplendent  citadel  of  Heaven  ! 

3  With  purest  pearls  thy  portals  shine, 

And  day  and  night  unclos'd  remain, 
And  thither  led  bj  grace  divine, 

Of  mortals  winds  an  holy  tram, 
Who,  for  the  love  of  Christ,  have  boTiv^ 
The  racking'  cross,  and  robe  of  scotu. 


4  With  many  a  needfal  stroke,  imprest 

By  dint  of  the  great  Builder's  ham 

With  many  a  blow  these  stones  are  d 

And  for  that  pile  celestial  plann'd, 

Till  fitly  framed  and  firmly  braced, 

And  on  its  rising  sammit  placed. 

HYMN  34.  HI.  ! 

PLEASANT  are  thy  conrta  above, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love; 
Pleasant  are  thy  courts  below. 
In  this  iand  of  sin  and  woe. 
0,  my  spirit  longs  and  faintB 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face, 
King  of  glory,  God  of  grace  ! 

2  Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly 
Round  Thy  altars,  O  Most  High  I 
Happier  sools  that  find  a  rest, 

In  their  Heavenly  Father's  breast ! 
Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

3  Happy  souls,  their  praises  flow, 
Ever  in  this  vale  of  woe ; 
Waters  in  the  desert  rise. 
Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 
Ou  they  go  irom  strength  to  strengtl 
Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length 
At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 

Who  hast  Jed  them  safe  through  all. 
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4  Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win  ; 
Oaide  me  through  this  world  of  sin ; 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace, 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place ; 
San  and  shield  alike  Thon  art, 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee, 
Shower,  O  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 


HYMN  35.  C.  M. 

For  All  Saints. 

THE  Son  of  God  is  gone  to  war, 
A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar : 
Who  follows  in  His  train? 

2  Who  best  can  drink  His  cup  of  woe. 
And  triumph  over  pain ; 
Who  boldest  bears  His  cross  below, 
He  follows  in  His  train. 


\ 


3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few. 

On  whom  the  Spirit  came; 
Twelve  warrior-saints,  the  truth  they  knew. 
And  braved  the  cross  and  flame. 

4  They  climbed  the  dizzy  steep  of  heaven, 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain ; 
0  God  !  to  us  may  grace  be  givew 
To  follow  in  their  train. 
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FESTIVALS  AND  FASTS. 

THE     LO  RD'S     DAY. 

HYMN  36.  0.  M. 

AGAIN  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn, 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

2  O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
A  guilty  world  in  gloom  I 
O  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb  I 

8  The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 
To  bind  our  Lord  in  death; 
He  shook  their  kingdom,  when  He  fell 
By  His  expiring  breath. 

4  And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies; 
Broken  beneath  His  powerful  cross, 
Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

5  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannas  sung ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  eyery  heart. 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

6  Ten  thousand  thousand  voices  join 

To  hail  this  happy  morn, 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  \ta  Vra^E 
On  nationa  yet  unborn. 
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HYMN  37.  II.  4. 

GOD  the  Creator  blessed 
The  Sabbath  of  His  rest ; 
His  six  days'  work  had  brought 
The  universe  from  nought; 
The  heavens  and  earth  before  Him  stood, 
He  saw  them  and  pronounced  them  good. 

2  GK)D  the  Redeemer  bless'd 
The  Sabbath  of  His  rest, 
When  all  his  suffering  done, 
The  Cross's  victory  won, 

In  Joseph's  sepulchre  he  lay. 
Then  rising  made  a  holier  Day. 

3  And  God  the  Spirit  bless'd 
That  Christian  Day  of  rest, 
Where  met  with  one  accord 
The  Servants  of  the  Lord ; 

To  whom  the  Father's  promise  came. 
Like  rushing  wind  and  living  flame. 

4  The  Church  below  hath  bless'd 
And  owns  this  Day  of  rest. 
When  in  her  spousal  dress 
Of  blood-bought  righteousness, 

Her  happy  spirit  can  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  Bridegroom's  voice 

5  They  love  the  hallo  w'd  Day, 
Who  love  to  sing  and  pray; 
The  Daj  of  rest  they  love, 
Who  seek  their  rest  above : 

nejr  lore  the  Day  of  God  in  seireu, 
Wbopnze  an  antepast  of  heaTrexi. 
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HYMN  38.  III.  6. 

GOD  is  in  His  holy  temple, 
All  the  earth  keep  silence  here ; 
Worship  Him  in  troth  and  spirit, 
Reverence  Him  with  godly  fear; 

Holy,  holy, 
Lord  of  Hosts,  oar  Lord  appear. 

2  God  in  Christ  reveals  His  presence, 

Throned  npon  the  Mercy-seat : 

Saints,  rejoice  !  and  sinners,  tremble  I 

Each  prepare  his  God  to  meet: 

Lowly,  lowly. 
Bow  adoring  at  His  feet. 

3  Hail  Him  here  with  songs  of  praises, 

Him  with  prayers  of  faith  sarroand ; 
Hearken  to  His  glorious  gospel, 
While  the  preacher's  lips  expound ; 

Blessed,  blessed. 
They  who  know  the  joyful  sound. 

4  Though  the  heaven,  and  heaven  of  heavei 

0  Thou  Great  Unsearchable  I 
Are  too  mean  to  comprehend  Thee, 
Thou  with  man  art  pleased  to  dwell ; 

Welcome,  welcome, 
God  with  us,  Immanuel. 

HYMN  39.  S.  M. 

STAND  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 
Ye  people  of  His  choice: 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 
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2  Though  hijrh  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 
And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame. 

From  His  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  QoD  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  His  salvation  ours; 
Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  Jroclaim'd   ^ 
With  all  our  ransom'd  powers. 

5  Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  His  glorious  name 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

HYMN  40,  L.  M. 

TESUS,  where'er  Thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  Thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  found ; 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

2  For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  Thee  to  their  home. 

3  Dear  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few. 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 
Here  too  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

5  D 
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4  Here  may  we  prove  the  power 
To  strengthen  faith  and  sweett 
To  teach  onr  faint  desirea  to  r 
And  open  Heaven  before  our  < 

5  Lord,  wc  are  few,  bat  Thou  ai 
Nor  short  Thine  arm,  nor  deuf 
O  1  rend  the,heaTens,  come  qu 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  ''. 


'     HYMN*  41. 

LORD  of  the  worlds  above. 
Uow  pleasant  and  iiow  fi 
The  dwellings  of  Thy  love, 

Thine  earthly  temples  are  1 
To  Thine  abode  my  heart  as 
With  warm  desires  to  see  my 


3  The  sparrow  for  her  young 

"With  pleasure  seeks  a  uest 

And  wandering  swallowa  lonf 

To  find  their  wonted  rest; 

My  spirit  faints,  with  eqnal  zeE 

To  rise  and  dwell  among  Thy  i 

3  0  happy  sonls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  he 
O  happy  men,  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  then 
They  praise  Thee  still ;  and  h( 
That  love  tie  way  to  Zion's 
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4  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears. 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

Till  each  in  heaven  appears : 
O  glorious  seat,  when  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring  our  willing  feet. 

HYMN  42.  C.  M. 

BLEST   day  of  God  1    most  calm,   most 
bright. 
The  first,  the  best  of  dayg; 
The  labourer's  rest,  the  saint's  delight, 
The  day  of  prayer  and  praise. 

2  My  Saviour's  face  made  thee  to  shine ; 

His  rising  thee  did  raise, 
And  made  thee  heavenly  and  divine 
Beyond  all  other  days. 

3  The  first-fruits  oft  a  blessing  prov§ 

To  all  the  sheaves  behind ;  j 

And  they  the  day  of  Christ  who  love, 
A  happy  week  shall  find. 

4  This  day  I  must  with  >God  appear ; 

For,  Lord,  the  day  is  Thine; 
Help  me  to  spend  it  in  Thy  fear. 
And  thus  to  make  it  mine. 

HYMN  43.  L.  M. 

WITHIN  Thy  courts  have  millions  met, 
Millions  this  day  before  Thee  bowed  \ 
Their  faces,  heavenward,  Lord,  were  set, 
Thm  solemn  rows  to  Thee  they  ^o-we^. 
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2  Still  as  the  light  of  morning  broke 

O'er  island,  continent,  and  deep, 
The  far-spread  family  awoke, 

Sabbath  all  round  the  world  to  keep. 

3  From  east  to  west  the  sun  surveyed. 

From  north  to  south,  adoring  throngs ; 
And  still  where  evening  stretched  her  shade, 
The  stars  came  forth  to  hear  their  songs. 

4  And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 

Hath  failjd  this  day  some  suit  to  gain ; 
To  hearts  in  trouble  Thou  wast  nigh, 
Nor  one  hath  sought  Tliy  face  in  vain. 

5  The  poor  in  spirit  Thou  hast  fed, 

Thy  chastened  ones  have  kissed  the  rod, 
The  mourner  Thou  hast  comforted, 
,    The  pure  in  heart  have  seen  their  God. 

HYMN  44.  L.  M. 

WITH  joy  we  hasten  to  the  place 
Where  we  our  Saviour  oft  have  met ; 
And  while  we  feast  upon  His  grace, 
Our  burdens  and  our  griefs  forget. 

2  Though  poverty  be  ours  at  home, 

Or  with  affliction  we  be  fed, 
It  makes  amends  if  we  can  come 

To  God's  own  house  for  heavenly  bread. 

3  We  thank  Thee,  for  Thy  day,  O  I^ord, 

Here  we  Thy  promised  pt^s^iicfe  ^^^k,  • 
Open  Thine  hand,  with  blesamg^  sX.ot^^, 
And  grant  us  manna  for  th^  vre^V. 
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HYMN  45.  C.  M. 

LORD  I  in  the  morning  Thou  shalt  hear 
My  voice  ascending  high ; 
To  Thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  Thee  lift  up  mine  eye; 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  His  saints, 
Presenting  at  His  Father's  throne 
Oar  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 

The  wicked  shall  not  stand  ; 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  Thy  delight. 
Nor  dwell  at  Thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  Thy  house  will  I  resort, 

To  taste  Thy  mercies  there ; 
I  will  frequent  Thy  holy  court. 
And  worship  in  Thy  fear. 

5  Oh  I  may  Thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet, 

In  ways  of  truth  and  grace, 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight. 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

HYMN  46.  L.  M. 

SWEET  is  the  work,  my  Go4,  m^  ^\w^ 
Topmiae  Thy  name,  givethawV^,«Ai^^ASv^ 
To  show  Tby  love  by  moraliig  \\s\v\,, 
Awijalk  of  aU  Thy  truth  at  iiig\i\.- 
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2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 
No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound  I 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 

And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word ; 
His  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine; 
How  deep  His  counsels,  how  divine  1 

4  O,  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

HYMN  47.  IIL  6. 

IN  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  assembling, 
We,  Thy  people  now  draw  near ; 
Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling  ; 
Speak,  and  let  Thy  servants  hear, 
Hear  with  meekness, 
Hear  Thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened. 
May  we  give  them,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Cheer'd  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened, 
May  we  run,  nor  wearied  be, 
'Till  Thy  glory 
WIthoat  cloads  in  Heaven  we  see. 
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3  Then  in  worship,  purer,  sweeter, 
Thee,  Thy  people  shall  adore, 
Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 

Far  than  thought  conceived  before ; 
Full  enjoyment, 
Enlly  immix'd,  and  evermore. 


HYMN  48.  III.  3. 

MAY  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favour, 
Kest  upon  us  from  above  I 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 


HYMN  49.  L.  M. 

DISMISS  us  with  Thy  blessing,  Lord, 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  Thy  word ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive. 
And  let  Thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty.  Thou  art  good, 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood ; 
Give  every  fettered  soul  release, 
And  bid  us  aJl  depart  in  peace. 


\ 
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ADVENT. 

HYMN  50.  II.  3. 

0  WISDOM,  who  o'er  earth  below, 
Forth  from  the  mouth  of  God  didst  flo 
Draw  nigh  and  help  as  when  we  call, 
And  strongly,  sweetly  order  all; 
The  path  of  prudence  teach,  that  we 
May  dwell  with  Thee  eternally. 

2  Ruler  and  Lord,  draw  nigh,  draw  nigh ! 
Who  to  Thy  flock  on  Sinai 

Didst  give,  of  ancient  times.  Thy  Law, 
In  cloud,  and  majesty,  and  awe ; 
Draw  nigh,  draw  ni^h,  with  us  to  dwell, 
And  save,  O  God,  Thine  Israel. 

3  Thou  rod  of  Jesse's  stem,  arise. 
And  free  us  from  our  enemies; 
And  set  us  loose  from  Satan's  chains. 
And  from  the  pit  with  all  its  pains : 
Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  with ^ us  to  dwell, 
In  haste  to  save  Thine  Israel. 

4  Key  of  the  House  of  David,  come  I 
Re-open  Thou  our  heavenly  home  I 
Make  safe  the  way  that  we  must  go. 
And  close  the  paths  that  lead  below : 
Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  with  us  to  dwell. 
And  save  us,  Lord,  from  sin  and  hell. 
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5  O  Orient  Star,  arise,  draw  nigh. 
To  give  us  comfort  from  on  high; 
And  drive  away  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  pierce  the  clouds  and  bring  us  light : 
Draw  nigh,  O  Lord,  with  us  to  dwell, 

In  mercy  save  Thine  Israel. 

6  Holy  of  Holies,  hear  our  cry, 
Thou  Majesty  of  God  most  High ; 
Destroy  our  sins.  Thy  people  bless, 
With  everlasting  righteousness : 
Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  Emanuel, 
And  save  Thy  captive  Israel. 

7  O  Thou  on  whom  the  Gentiles  wait. 
Who  'midst  the  nations  shall  be  great ; 
Thy  Church's  chief  and  corner-stone, 
Who  in  Thyself  hast  made  all  one ; 

O  come  and  save,  for  Thy  dear  sake. 
Mankind  whom  Thou  of  dust  didst  make  1 

8  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  Emanuel, 
And  loose  Thy  captive  Israel, 
That  mourns  in  lonely  exile  here. 
Until  the  Son  of  God  appear. 
Kejoice  I  rejoice  I  Emanuel 
Comes  now  to  thee,  O  Israel. 

HYMN  51.  L.  M. 

ON  Jordan's  bank  the  Baptist's  cry 
Announces  that  the  Lord  is  nigh :  . 
Come  near  and  hearken,  for  he  bn\i^'& 
Glad  tidingrs  from  the  King  ot  k\wg;a. 
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2  Be  purified  each  Christian  breast, 
And  farnish'd  for  so  great  a  Guest : 
Yea,  let  us  all  our  hearts  prepare 
For  Christ  to  come  and  enter  there. 


3  For  Thou  art  our  Salvation,  Lord, 
Our  Refuge,  and  our  great  Reward ; 
Without  Thy  grace  our  souls  must  fede, 
And  wither  like  a  flower  decayed. 

4  Stretch  forth  Thine  hand  a  balm  to  pour 
And  make  us  rise  to  fall  no  more ; 
Upon  Thy  pardoned  people  shine, 

And  fill  the  world  with  grace  divine. 


HYMN  52.  III.  3. 

LIGHT  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 
Jesus,  now  Thyself  revealing. 
Scatter  every  cloud  beneath. 

2  Still  we  wait  for  Thine  appearing. 

Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  doubts,  and  cheering 
Every  meek  and  contrite  heart. 

3  Show  Thy  power  in  every  nation. 

Oh  thou  Prince  of  peace  and  love  I 
Give  the  knowledge  of  Salvation, 
Fix  our  hearts  on  things  above. 
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4  By  Thine  all-suflBcient  merit, 
Every  burden'd  soul  release: 
By  the  presence  of  thy  Spirit, 
Guide  us  into  perfect  peace. 


HYMN  53.  S.  M. 

YE  servants  of  the  Lord, 
Each  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  EUs  gate. 


2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright. 
And  trim  the  golden  flame ; 
Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  Name. 


3  Watch  1  'tis  your  Lord's  command, 
And  while  we  speak  He's  near; 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand. 
And  ready  all  appear. 


4  O  happy  servant,  he 

In  prayer  and  watching  found, 
Who  shall  his  Lord  in  rapture  see. 
And  be  with  honour  crown'd  I 


5  Christ  shall  the  banquet  spread. 
With  His  own  royal  band. 
And  raise  that  faithful  servant's  head 
Among  His  angel  band. 
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HYMN  54.  III.  1. 

WATCHMAN  I  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are? 
Traveller  I  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 

See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 
Watchman !  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 
Traveller !  yes ;  it  brings  the  day, 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

2  Watchman  I  tell  us  of  the  night. 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends  I 
Traveller  I  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman  I  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveller  I  ages  are  its  own, 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth, 

8  Watchman  I  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman  I  let  thy  wanderings  cease, 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller  I  lo  I  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo  I  the  Son  of  God  is  come  1 

HYMN  55.  C.  M. 

NOW  gird  your  patient  loins  again. 
Your  wasting  torches  trim  1 
The  chief  of  all  the  sons  of  men. 
Who  will  not  welcome  him? 
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2  Rejoice,  the  hoar  is  near!    At  length 

The  Journeyer,  on  his  way, 
Gomes  in  the  greatness  of  his  strength, 
To  keep  his  Festal  day. 

3  O  let  the  streams  of  solemn  thought 

Which  in  His  temples  rise, 
From  deeper  sources  spring  than  aught 
Born  of  the  changing  skies. 

4  Then,  though  the  summer's  pride  departs, 

And  winter's  withering  chill 
Rests  on  the  cheerless  woods,  our  hearts 
Shall  be  unchanging  still. 


HYMN  56.  C.  M. 

ONCE  more,  O  Lord,  Thy  sign  shall  be 
Upon  the  heavens  displayed, 
And  earth  and  its  inhabitants 

Be  terribly  afraid: 
For,  not  in  weakness  clad.  Thou  com'st, 

Our  woes,  our  sins  to  bear. 
But  girt  with  all  Thy  Father's  might. 
His  judgment  to  declare. 

2  The  terrors  of  that  awful  day, 

Oh !  who  can  understand  ? 
Or  who  abide,  when  Thou  in  wrath 

Shalt  lift  Thy  holy  hand  ? 
The  earth  shall  quake,  the  sea  shall  roar, 

The  sun  in  heaven  grow  pale ; 
But  Thou  hast  sworn,  and  wilt  not  cbau^Q^ 

Thy  faithful  shah  not  fail. 
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8  Then  grant  us,  Saviour,  so  to  pass 

Our  time  in  trembling  here, 
That  when  upon  the  clouds  of  heaven 

Thy  glory  shall  appear, 
Uplifting  high  our  joyful  heads, 

In  triumph  we  may  rise, 
And  enter,  with  Thine  angel  train, 

Thy  palace  in  the  skies. 


HYMN  57.  L.  M. 

THE  Lord  will  come,  the  earth  shall  quat 
The  hills  their  fixed  seat  forsake; 
And  withering  from  the  vault  of  night, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  will  come,  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came ; 

A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 

The  bruis'd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead  I 

3  The  Lord  will  come,  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame  and  robe  of  storm ; 
On  cherub  wings  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anointed  Judge  of  human  kind. 

4  Can  this  be  He,  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 

By  power  oppressed  and  mock'd  by  pride, 
The  Nazarene?  the  Crucified? 

5  While  sinners  in  despair  shall  call, 

"  Rocks  hide  us  I  mountains  on  us  fall  1" 
Thy  saints,  ascending  from  the  tomb, 
Shall  joyful  sing —  "  The  Lord  is  come  1" 
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HYMN  58.  C.  M. 

MESSIAH!  at  Thy  glad  approach 
The  howling  winds  are  still; 
Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste, 
And  breathe  from  every  hill. 

2  The  incense  of  the  spring  ascends 

Upon  the  morning  gale ; 
Fresh  o'er  the  hill  the  roses  bloom. 
The  lilies  in  the  vale. 

3  Renew'd,  the  earth  a  robe  of  light, 

A  robe  of  beauty  wears  ; 
And  in  new  heavens  a  brighter  sun 
Leads  on  the  promised  years. 

4  Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  Peace 

A  loud  hosanna  sing ; 
With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 
O  Zion,  hail  thy  King. 


HYMN  59.  P.  M. 

THE  Church  has  waited  long, 
Her  absent  Lord  to  see, 
And  still  in  loneliness  she  waits, 

A  friendless  stranger  she. 
Age  after  age  has  gone, 
Sun  after  sun  has  set, 
And  still  in  weeds  of  widowhood, 
She  weeps  a  mourner  yet. 

Come,  then,  Lord  Je&uA,  cotsaX 
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2  Saint  after  saint  on  earth 

Has  liv'd,  and  lov'd,  and  died; 
And  as  they  left  us  one  by  one, 

We  laid  them  side  by  side; 
We  laid  them  down  to  sleep, 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there, 

Till  the  last  glorious  morn. 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  cornel 

3  The  serpent's  brood  increase, 

The  powers  of  hell  ^row  bold, 
The  conflict  thickens,  faith  is  low 

Ajid  love  is  waxing  cold. 
How  long,  O  Lord  our  God, 

Holy,  and  true,  and  good, 
Wilt  Thou  not  judge  Thy  suffering  Church, 

Her  sighs,  and  tears,  and  blood  ? 
Come,  then.  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

4  We  long  to  hear  Thy  voice, 

To  see  Thee  face  to  face, 
To  share  Thy  crown  and  glory  then, 

As  now  we  share  Thy  grace. 
Should  not  the  loving  bride 

Her  absent  bridegroom  mourn  ? 
Should  she  not  wear  the  signs  of  grief 

Until  her  Lord  return  ? 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

5  The  whole  creation  groans. 

And  waits  to  hear  that  voice 
That  shall  her  beauteousness  restore, 
And  make  her  wastes  rejoice. 
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Come,  Lord,  and  wipe  away 

The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 
And  make  this  blighted  world  of  ours 

Thine  own  fair  world  again. 

Gome,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  come  I 


HYMN  60.  L.  M. 

HO  S  ANN  A  to  the  living  Lord  I 
Hosanna  to  th'  incarnate  Word  I 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  sing. 

2  Hosanna,  Lord  I  Thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord  I  Thy  saints  reply  : 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around. 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 

3  O  Saviour  I  with  Thy  loving  care. 
Return  to  this.  Thy  house  of  prayer : 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  name. 
Here  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But,  chiefest  in  our  cleansed  breast. 
Eternal  I  bid  Thy  Spirit  rest; 
And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  Thee  ! 

5  So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stam, 
Shall  swell  the  isoond  of  praise  a^a\\i. 

6  *  B 
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HYMN  BL  III.  5, 

LO  I  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, 
Once  for  favoured  sinners  slain  : 
Thousand  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train : 
Hallelujah : 
Jesus  Christ  shall  ever  reign ! 

2  See  the  universe  in  motion, 

Sinking  on  her  funeral  pyre, 
Earth  dissolving,  and  the  ocean 

Vanishing  away  in  fire ; 
Hark  I  the  trumpet 
Loud  proclaims  that  day  of  ire  I 

3  Graves  have  yawned ;  in  countless  numberi 

From  the  dust  the  dead  arise; 
Millions,  out  of  silent  slumbers, 

Wake  in  overwhelmed  surprise; 
Where  creation, 
Wreck'd  and  torn  in  ruin  lies  I 

4  See  the  Judge  our  nature  wearing, 

Pure,  ineffable,  divine : 
See  the  great  Archangel  bearing 

High  in  heaven  the  mystic  sign: 
Cross  of  glory  I 
Christ,  be  in  that  moment  mine  I 

5  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 

Kobed  in  awful  majesty: 
Those  that  set  at  naught,  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nail'd  Him  to  tlie  It^e, 
Deeply  wailing, 
Jfoir  the  true  Messiali  see  \ 
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6  Lo  I  the  last  long  separation  I 
As  the  cleaving  crowds  divide ; 
And  one  dread  adjudication 
Sends  each  sonl  to  either  side  I 
Lord  of  mercy  ! 
How  shall  I  that  day  abide  I 

T  O  by  Thine  eternal  merit, 

Then  avert  a  dreadful  doom  I 
And  me  summon  to  inherit 
An  eternal  blissful  home: 
Ah  !  come  quickly  I 
Let  thy  second  Advent  come ! 

8  Yea,  Amenl  let  all  adore  Thee 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  1 
Lo  I  they  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee 
And  the  kingdom  is  Thine  own  1 
Men  and  angels 
Kneel  and  bow  to  Thee  alone  I 


HYMN  62.  III.  1. 

IN  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars. 
Signs  and  wonders  there  shall  be ; 
Earth  shall  quake  with  inward  wars, 
Nations  with  perplexity. 

2  Soon  shall  ocean's  hoary  deep, 

Tossed  with  stronger  tempests,  to^  ". 
Wilder  storms  the  mountaina  avj^e^. 
Loader  tbanderB  rock  the  a^ea. 
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3  Dread  alarms  shall  shake  the  proud^ 

Pale  amazement,  restless  fear; 
And  amid  the  thunder  cloud 
Shall  the  Judge  of  man  appear. 

4  But,  though  from  His  awful  face, 

Heaven  shall  fade,  and  earth  shall  fly ; 
Fear  not  ye,  His  chosen  race. 
Your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 


HYMN  63.  III.  1. 

SEE  the  ransomed  millions  stand, 
Palms  of  conquest  in  each  hand  I 
This  before  the  throne  their  strain, — 
"Hell  is  vanquished  —  death  is  slain  I 

2  "Blessing,  honour,  glory,  might. 
Are  the  Conqueror's  native  right; 
Thrones  and  powers  before  Him  fall, 
Lamb  of  God,  and  Lord  of  all  I" 


3  Hasten,  Lord  I  the  promised  hour ; 
Come  in  glory  and  in  power ; 
Still  Thy  foes  are  unsubdued ; 
Nature  sighs  to  be  renewed. 


4  Time  has  nearly  reach 'd  its  sum ; 
A)]  things,  with  the  Bride,  say,  "  Come  !' 
Jesaa  1  whom  aJl  worlds  adore, 
Come,  and  reign  for  evermore. 
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HYMN  64.  II.  6. 

REJOICE,  rejoice,  believers  1 
And  let  your  lights  appear, 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

The  darker  night  is  near. 
The  Bridegroom  is  arising ; 

And  soon  will  He  draw  nigh: 
Up  I  pray,  and  watch,  and  wrestle, 
At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 

2  See  that  yonr  lamps  are  burning, 

Replenish  them  with  oil ; 
Look  now  for  your  salvation, 

The  end  of  sin  and  toil. 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near, 
Go,  meet  Him  as  He  cometh, 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 

3  Oh  I  wise  and  holy  virgins. 

Now  raise  your  voices  higher, 
Till  in  your  jubilations. 

Ye  meet  the  angel-choir. 
The  marriage  feast  is  waiting^ 

The  gates  wide  open  stand; 
Tip,  up,  ye  heirs  of  glory. 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand. 

4  Our  hope  and  expectation, 

O  Jesus,  now  appear ; 
Arise,  Thou  Sun  so  looked  for. 
O'er  this  benighted  sphere  I 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  0  Lord,  to  see 

The  day  of  par  redempttoii, 

And  ever  be  with  Thee  \ 
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CHRISTMAS. 
HYMN  65.  III.  5. 

ANGELS,  from  the  realms  of  glory 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Ye  who  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth ; 
Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 

2  Shepherds,  in  the  field  abiding, 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 
God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light ; 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  irew-born  King. 


3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations. 

Brighter  visions  beam  afar. 
Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations ; 

Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star ; 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 

4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending. 

Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 
Suddenly,  the  Lord  descending. 
In  bis  temple  shall  app^oiiT  *, 
Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ  the  new-boTti  'Kixis. 
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5  Sinners,  wrong  with  trne  repentance. 
Doomed  for  gnilt  to  endless  pains, 
Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 
Mercy  calls  you,  break  your  chains ; 
Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  Bling. 

HYMN  66.  P.  M. 

CHRISTIANS,    awake,    salute    the    happy 
mom 
Whereon  the  Saviour  of  mankind  was  born : 
Rise  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love. 
With  hosts  of  angels  chanting  from  above ; 
By  whom  the  gladsome  honours  first  were  done 
To  God  Incarnate  and  the  Yirgin's  Son. 

2  The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sang, 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  alleluias  rang : 
God's  highest  glory  was  their  anthem  still. 
Peace  upon  earth,  and  unto  men  goodwill ; 
This  day  hath  God  fulfilPd  His  promised  word, 
This  day  is  born  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  0  let  us  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind  : 
Follow  the  Babe,  who  hath  retriev'd  our  loss, 
From  the  poor  manger  to  the  bitter  cross  I 
Saved  by  His  grace,  unceasing  may  we  sing, 
Eternal  praise  to  God  our  heavenly  King. 

HYMN  67.  P.  M, 

pOME,  hither  1  ye  faitMvx\, 
U  Triumphantly  sing  1 
Come,  see  ia  the  manger 
The  augela^  dread  King! 
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To  Bethlehem  hasten, 
With  joyful  accord  I 

Oh,  come  ye,  come  hither 
To  worship  the  Lord  I 

2  True  Son  of  the  Father, 
He  comes  from  the  skies; 

To  be  born  of  a  Yirgin 
He  doth  not  despise. 

To  Bethlehem  hasten,  etc. 


3  Hark,  hark  to  the  angels  I 

All  singing  in  Heaven, 
"To  God  in  the  highest 
All  glory  be  given  !  " 
To  Bethlehem  hasten,  etc. 

4  To  Thee,  then,  O  Jesus, 

This  day  of  Thy  birth, 
Be  glory  and  honour 

Tiirough  heaven  and  earth  ; 
True  Godhead  Incarnate  I 

Omnipotent  Word  I 
Oh,  come  I  let  us  hasten 

To  worship  the  Lord  1 


HYMN  68.  C.  M. 

"IITORTALS,  awake,  with  angels  jo 
J.ll  And  chant  the  so\emxv  la^  *, 
c/b/,  love,   and  gratitude,  coTnVAw^ 

To  hail  th*"  auspicioua  day. 
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2  In  Heaven  the  rapturous  song  began, 

And  sweet  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran 
And  strung  and  tun'd  the  lyre. 

3  Swift  through  the  vast  expanse  it  flew, 

And  loud  the  echo  rolPd ; 
The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy,  was  new, 
'Twas  more  than  Heaven  could  hold. 

4  Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky, 

Th'  impetuous  torrent  ran; 
And  angels  flew,  with  ecstasy, 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

5  Hark  I  the  cherubic  armies  shout. 

And  glory  leads  the  song; 
Good-will  and  peace  are  heard  throughont 
Th'  harmonious  angel  throng. 

6  Hail,  Prince  of  life  1  forever  hail. 

Redeemer,  Brother,  Friend ! 
Though  earth,  and  time,  and  life  should  fail. 
Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 

HYMN  69.  ill.  1. 

SWEETER  sounds  than  music  knows 
Charm  me  in  ImmanuePs  name ; 
All  her  hopes  my  spirit  owes 

To  His  birth,  and  cross,  and  shame. 

2  When  He  came,  the  angels  s\mg, 
'^Glorf  be  to  God  on  liig\i-," 
Lord,  unloose  my  faltering  toixgwe, 
mo  should  Jouder  sing  t\ia\i  1*1 
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3  Did  the  Lord  a  man  become, 

That  he  might  the  law  fulfil; 
Bleed  and  suffer  in  my  room  ? 

And  canst  thou,  my  tongue,  be  still  ? 

4  No,  I  must  my  praises  bring, 

Though  they  worthless  are,  and  weak ; 
For  should  I  refuse  to  sing. 

Sure  the  very  stones  would  speak. 

5  0  my  Saviour,  Shield,  and  Sun, 

Shepherd,  Brother,  Master,  Friend, 
Ev'ry  precious  name  in  one; 
I  will  love  Thee  without  end. 

HYMN  70.  HI.  1. 

B BIGHT  and  joyful  is  the  morn, 
For  to  us  a  child  is  born ; 
From  the  highest  realms  of  Heaven, 
TJnto  us  a  Son  is  given. 

2  On  His  shoulder  He  shall  bear 
Power  and  majesty,  and  wear 
On  His  vesture  and  His  thigh, 
Names  most  awful,  names  most  high. 

8  Wonderful  in  counsel  He, 
Christ,  th'  incarnate  Deity ; 
Sire  of  ages  ne'er  to  cease ; 
King  of  kings,  and  Prince  of  peace. 

4  Come  and  worship  at  His  feet; 

Yield  to  Him  the  Yiomag^  m%^t.\ 
I^rom  the  manger  to  t\ie  t\«oike, 
Homage  due  to  Qod  alone. 
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HYMN  7L  III.  3. 

HARK  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 
Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies  f 
Lo  I  th'  angelic  host  rejoices ; 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Cherubs  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

Joyous  seraphim  reply, 
"  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ! 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high  I 

3  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  from  Heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 
Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven  1 
Loud  our  grateful  harps  shall  sound 

4  Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  His  praises  sing ! 
O  receive  whom  God  appointed, 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  I 

5  Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  Him ; 

Learn  His  name  to  magnify. 
Till  in  Heaven  ye  sing  before  Him 
"  Glory  be  to  God  most  High  I " 

HYMN  72.  L.  M. 

MY  song  shall  bless  the  Lord  of  «\\, 
My  praise  shall  climb  to  "&\a  «ifeodLfc\ 
TJiee,  Saviour,  by  that  name  1  c^W, 
The  great  iSupreme,  the  migUy  QsO^. 
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2  Without  beginning  or  decline, 

Object  of  faith,  and  not  of  sense ; 
Eternal  ages  saw  Him  shine. 
He  shines  eternal  ages  hence. 

3  As  much,  when  in  the  manger  laid, 

Almighty  Ruler  of  the  sky, 
As  when  the  six  days'  work  He  made 
Fiird  all  the  morning  stars  with  joy. 

4  Of  all  the  crowns  Jehovah  bears, 

Salvation  is  His  dearest  claim 
That  gracious  sound  well  pleas'd  He  hears, 
And  owns  Immanuel  for  His  name. 


HYMN  73.  0.  M. 

The  Presentation  of  Christ  in  the  Temple. 

LORD,  at  Thy  temple  we  appear, 
As  happy  Simeon  came. 
And  hope  to  meet  our  Saviour  here ; 
O  make  our  joys  the  same  I 

2  With  what  divine  and  vast  delight 

The  good  old  man  was  fill'd. 
When,  fondly  in  his  withered  arms. 
He  clasp'd  the  holy  Child  I 

3  "Now  I  can  leave  this  world,"  he  cried  ; 

"behold  thy  servaiit  d\ft%\ 
Pve  seen  Thy  great  saVvaWow,  \io^. 
And  close -my  peaceiaV  e^^^*. 
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4  "  This  is  the  light  prepared  to  shine 

Upon  the  Gentile  lands, 
Thine  Israel's  glory  and  their  hope, 
To  break  their  slavish  bands." 

5  Jesns !  the  vision  of  thy  face, 

Hath  overpowering  charms ! 
Scarce  shall  I  feel  death's  cold  embrace, 
If  Thou  be  in  my  arms. 


THE  END  OF  THE  YEAR. 
HYMN     74.     .  CM. 

BLESS  God  that  towards  eternity 
Another  step  is  won  1 
Oh,  longing  turns  Thy  Church  to  Thee, 
For  time  flows  slowly  on. 

2  Oh,  that  we  soon  might  Thee  behold  ! 

We  count  the  moments  o*er ; 
Oh,  come,  ere  yet  the  heart  grow  cold, 
And  cannot  call  Thee  more  I 

3  Come,  is  the  pleading  of  Thy  Bride, 

She  loudly  prays  Thee  come  I 
With  faithful  heart  she  long  has  cried. 
Come  quickly,  Master,  come  I 

4  The  past  we  lived  in  love  diviwft 

No  power  can  take  away, 
And  that  the  future  shall  be  T\xme, 
Thjr  proame  is  our  stay. 
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HYMN  75.  C.  M. 

BENEATH  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 
Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  d^ad. 
Above  us  is  the  heaven ! 


2  Death  rides  on  every  passing  breeze 

And  lurks  in  every  flower ; 
Each  season  has  its  own  disease, 
Its  peril  every  hour  1 

3  Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 

Of  youth's  soft  cheek  decay ; 
And  fate  descend  in  sudden  night 
On  manhood's  middle  day. 

4  Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 

Halt  feebly  to  the  tomb  ; 
And  yet  shall  earth  our  hearts  engage, 
And  dreams  of  days  to  come  ? 

6  Turn,  mortal,  turn  I  thy  danger  know ; 
Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread, 
The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below, 
And  warns  thee  of  her  dead ! 


6  Turn,  mortal,  turn  I  thy  soul  apply 

To  truths  divinely  giv^vi*. 
The  dead,  who  undeYueal\it\i^^\\^> 
Shall  live  for  heU  or  \i^«.N^ti\ 
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HYMN  76.  C.  M. 

OGOD  I  our  help  in  ages  past, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 

And  our  eternal  home ; 

• 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

3  A  thousand  ages  in  thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone. 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

4  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream. 

Bears  all  its  sons  away; 
They  pass,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

5  Like  flowery  fields  the  nations  stand 

Pleased  with  the  morning  light; 
The  flowers  beneath  the  mower's  hand 
Lie  withering  ere  'tis  night. 

6  0  God !  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  jears  to  comLe, 
Be  tboa  our  guide  while  life  skaft.  WX«> 
And  oar  eternal  home. 
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THE   NEW  YEAR. 
HYMN  77.  L.  M. 

Festival  of  the  CircumciBion. 

0  HAPPY  day,  when  first  was  pour'd 
The  blood  of  our  Redeemer  Lord  I 
0  happy  day,  when  first  began 
His  suflPrings  borne  for  sinful  man  I 

2  Just  entered  on  this  world  of  woe, 
His  blood  already  learn'd  to  flow : 
His  future  death  was  thus  expressed, 
And  thus  His  early  I6ve  confess'd. 

3  From  Heaven  descending  to  fulfil 
The  mandates  of  His  Father's  will, 
E'en  now  behold  the  Yictim-  lie. 
The  Lamb  of  God,  prepared  to  die. 

4  Beneath  the  knife  behold  the  Child, 
The  Innocent,  the  TJndefiPd : 

For  captives  He  the  ransom  pays. 
For  lawless  man  the  law  obeys. 

6  Lord,  purify  our  hearts,  we  pray ; 
Our  fleshly  natures  purge  away, 
Thy  Name,  Thy  likeueaa,  m^^  \k^^  \i^^\\ 
Yea,  stamp  Thy  ho\y  ima^e  \\i<iT^. 
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HYMN  78.  III.  1. 

TTJHILE,  with  ceaseless  course,  the  sun 
VV     Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 

Never  more  to  meet  us  here: 
Fix'd  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below : 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind, 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream  ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise ; 

All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view : 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old  ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told. 

May  we  reign  with  thee  above. 

HYMN  79.  P.  M. 

COME,  let  us  anew 
Our  journey  pursue, 
HoII  round  with  the  year 
And  never  stand  stUl  tUl  the  MaaW  ^^V^«N 

F 
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His  adorable  will 
Let  us  gladly  fulfil 
And  our  talents  improve 
Bj  the  patience  of  hope  and  the  labonr  of  lova 

2  Our  life  is  a  dream ;  • 
Our  time,  as  a  stream, 

Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stay : 

The  arrow  is  flown. 

The  moment  is  gone. 

The  millennial  year 
Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  here. 

3  Oh  I  that  each  in  the  day 
Of  His  coming,  may  say, 

"  I  have  fought  my  way  through, 
I  have  finished  the  work  Thou  didst  give  me 
to  do  I" 

Oh  1  that  each  from  his  Lord 

May  receive  the  glad  word, 

"  Well  and  faithfully  done ; 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on  my  throne  I" 
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HYMN  80.  P.  M. 

BRIGHTEST  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the 
morning  I 
Dawn  on  our  darkness  QkX\d  leud  ua  thine  aid  I 
Star  of  the  East,  the  YLomoii  «ii^oTxv\\ijt„ 
Guide  where  our  infant  lELede^m^t  \%\«:\\, 
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2  Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining ; 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stsJl 
Augels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  alL 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion, 

Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine, 
Qems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine ! 

4  Yainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation. 

Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favor  secure ; 
Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration. 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning  I 

Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

HYMN  8L  C.  M. 

WE  come  not  with  a  costly  store, 
O  Lord,  like  them  of  old, 
The  masters  of  the  starry  lore. 
From  Ophir's  shore  of  gold ; 
No  weepings  of  the  incense  tree 
Are  with  the  gifts  we  bring ; 
No  odorous  myrrh  of  Araby 
Blends  with  our  offering:. 


•O' 


2  But  faith  and  love  may  bring  their  best, 
A  spirit  keenly  tried 
Bf  £erce  amiction^a  fiery  test 
And  seven  times  purified  •, ' 
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The  fragrant  graces  of  the  mind, 
The  virtues  that  delight 

To  give  their  perfume  out,  will  find 
Acceptance  in  thy  sight. 


HYMN  82.  III.  6. 

ON  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lo  I  the  sacred  herald  stands, 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands. 
Mourning  captive, 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful  ? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  prov'd  ? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee ; 

He  Himself  appears  thy  Friend  ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end ; 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

4  Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble; 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redressed ; 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 
In  thy  Maker's  favor  blest: 
All  thy  conMcla 
Had  in  everlastiug  teat. 
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HYMN  83.  C.  M. 

JOY  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come ! 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heav'n  and  natare  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Saviour  reigns, 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While    fields,    and    floods,   rocks,  hills   and 
plains 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness. 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 


HYMN  84.  IIL  1. 

HARK  I  the  song  of  jubilee ; 
Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar. 
Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore : 
Hallelujah  I  for  the  Lord 

Ood  omnipotent  shall  reigu', 
Hallelujah  I  let  the  word 
I^cho  round  the  earth  and  xnam. 
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2  Hallelujah  I  hark  I  the  sound, 

From  the  centre  to  the  skies, 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 

-All  creation's  harmonies : 
See  Jehovah's  banners  furPd ; 

Sheathed  his  sword  :  He  speaks,  tis  done, 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son. 

3  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll, 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away  : 
Then  the  end ;  beneath  His  rod, 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
Hallelujah  I  Christ  in  God, 

God  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all. 


LENT. 
HYMN  85.  C.  M. 

0  SAVIOUR,  leave  us  not  alone 
To  wrestle  with  our  sin. 
But  aid  us  in  these  holy  hours 
Of  solemn  discipline. 

2  Let  not  the  Tempter  tempt  us,  Lord, 
Beyond  our  strength  to  bear, 
Though  in  the  desert  oi  out  ^o^ 
-He  wUdly  prompta  deapavc. 
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3  Let  not  our  humble  confidence 

Be  from  Thy  promise  stirr'd, 
Nor  clouds  of  dark  distrust  spring  up 
Between  us  and  Thy  word. 

4  Nor  let  us  yet  be  lifted  up 

By  him,  the  Prince  of  air, 
To  scale  presumption's  dizzy  height, 
And  left  to  perish  there : 

5  Nor,  on  the  Temple's  pinnacle. 

In  our  self-righteous  pride, 
Be  set  forsaken  of  thine  aid, 
For  demons  to  deride. 

6  And  oh  I  when  pleasure,  power,  and  pomp 

Around  our  vision  swim. 
And  through  the  soft  enchanting  mist 
He  bids  us  worship  Him ; 

7  Assist  us  from  the  reeling  sense 

The  serpent's  spell  to  break, 
And  tread  the  arch-apostate  down. 
Redeemer,  for  Thy  sake. 

HYMN  86.  III.  1. 

HOLY  Jesus,  Saviour  blest, 
When  by  passion  strong  possest. 
Through  this  world  of  sin  we  stray. 
Thou  to  guide  us  art  the  Way. 

2  Holy  Jesus,  when  with  night, 
Error  blinds  oar  clouded  siglit, 
Lest  to  Idol  gods  we  bow, 

Sarwar,  then  the  Truth  art  T\iOXX- 
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3  Holy  Jesus,  when  our  pow'r 
Fails  us  in  temptation's  hour, 
All  unequal  to  the  strife, 
Thou  to  aid  us  art  the  Life. 

4  Who  would  reach  the  heav'nly  home. 
Who  would  to  the  Father  come, 
Who  the  Father's  presence  see, 
Jesus,  he  must  come  by  Thee. 

6  Channel  of  the  Father's  grace, 
Image  of  the  Father's  face. 
Saviour  bless'd,  incarnate  Son, 
With  the  Father  Thou  art  One. 

HYMN  87.  L.  K 

RETURN,  my  roving  heart  I  return, 
And  chase  these  shadowy  forms  no  mc 
Now  seek  in  solitude,  to  mourn, 
And  thy  forsaken  God  implore. 

2  O  thou  great  God  I  whose  piercing  eye 

Distinctly  marks  each  deep  recess ; 
In  these  sequester'd  hours  draw  nigh, 
And  with  Thy  presence  filjl  the  place. 

3  Through  all  the  windings  of  my  heart,  ' 

My  search  let  heavenly  wisdom  guide, 
And  still  its  radiant  beams  impart. 
Till  all  be  cleans'd  and  purified. 

4  Oh  I  with  the  visits  of  Thy  love, 

Youcbsafe  my  inmost  so\il  to  c\ve^T  \ 
Till  every  grace  shall  30m  to  ^to>i^ 
That  God  has  fix'd  Hia  d^e\im^\^««^ 
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HYMN  88.  C.  M. 

0  SINNER,  bring  not  tears  alone, 
Nor  but  the  form  of  prayer, 
But  let  it  in  thy  heart  be  known 
That  penitence  is  there. 

2  To  smite  the  breast,  the  clothes  to  rend, 

God  asks  not  that  of  thee ; 
Thy  secret  soul  He  bids  thee  bend 
In  true  humility. 

3  O  let  us,  then,  with  heartfelt  grief, 

Draw  near  before  our  God, 
And  pray  to  Him  to  grant  relief. 
And  stay  the  lifted  rod. 

4  O  righteous  Judge,  if  Thou  wilt  deign 

To  grant  us  what  we  need. 
We  pray  for  time  to  turn  again, 
And  grace  to  turn  indeed. 

HYMN  89.  HI.  3. 

LORD,  whose  love  in  pow^r  excelling, 
Washed  the  leper^s  stain  away ; 
Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  dwelling. 
Hear  us,  help  us  when  we  pray. 

2  From  the  filth  of  vice  and  folly, 
Trom  infariate  passion's  T^ige, 
Uvil  thoughts  and  hopes  \ii\\\o\7, 
Heedless  youth  and  8el&B\x  a^^  •, 


90  LENT. 

3  From  the  lusts  whose  deep  pollutions 

Adam's  ancient  taint  disclose ; 
From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions, 
Restless  doubt  and  blind  repose; 

4  From  the  miser's  cursed  treasure, 

From  the  drunkard's  mirth  obscene ; 
From  the  world,  its  pomp  and  pleasure, 
Jesus,  Master,  make  us  clean. 

HYMN  90.  L.  M. 

AH  I  wretched,  vile,  ungrateful  heart, 
That  can  from  Jesus  thus  depart ; 
Thus,  fond  of  trifles  vainly  rove, 
Forgetful  of  a  Saviour's  love. 

2  In  vain  I  charge  my  thoughts  to  stay, 
And  chide  each  vanity  away ; 

In  vain,  alas  I  resolve  to  bind 

This  rebel  heart,  this  wand'ring  mind. 

3  Through  all  resolves,  how  soon  it  flies, 
And  mocks  the  weak,  the  slender  ties ; 
There's  nought  beneath  a  power  divine. 
That  can  this  roving  heart  confine. 

4  Jesus,  to  Thee  I  would  return. 
And  at  Thy  feet  repenting  mourn  ; 
There  let  me  view  Thy  pard'ning  love, 
And  never  from  Thy  sight  remove. 

6  O,  let  Thy  love,  with  sweet  control, 
Bind  all  the  passions  of  my  soul: 
JBId  every  vanity  depart, 
-4.j7d  dwell  forever  in  my  \iea.Tt. 
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HYMN  91.  III.  1. 

LORD,  we  listen  to  Thy  call, 
Low  before  Thy  throne  to  fall, 
And  with  humble  prayer,  and  fast. 
Mourn  the  evil  of  the  past 

2  Thou,  whose  power  can  melt  the  stone. 
Bid  the  hardened  bosom  groan, 

Ere  the  near  approaching  day. 
When  too  late  for  grace  to  pray. 

3  Lord,  assist  the  souls  that  fain 
Now  would  break  sin's  fatal  chain  ; 
Oft  have  we  renewed  our  fall. 
But  Thou,  Lord,  hast  died  for  alL 

4  Though  through  suffering  be  the  road, 
Bring  us  to  Thy  blest  abode. 
Where,  in  heaven's  eternal  day. 
Thou  shalt  wipe  all  tears  away. 

5  Lord,  Thy  blessing  we  implore; 
Save  us  now  and  evermore ; 
Hear,  O  Father  I  hear,  O  Son  I 
Hear,  0  Spirit!  Three  in  One. 


HYMN  92.  C.  M. 

LORD,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne, 
And  our  confessions  pour. 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  owii, 
And  sban  what  we  deplore. 
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2  Our  contrite  spirits  pitying  see, 

True  penitence  impart, 
And  let  a  healing  ray  from  Thee 
Shed  hope  on  ev'ry  heart. 

3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
And  not  a  wish  our  bosoms  share, 
Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

4  In  meek  submission  to  Thy  will 

Let  ev'ry  prayer  arise; 
And  teach  us,  Lord,  'tis  goodness  still 
That  grants  it,  or  denies. 


HYMN  93.  P.  M. 

JESUS,  let  Thy  pitying  eye 
Win  back  a  wandering  sheep ; 
Prone,  like  Peter,  to  deny, 
I  would  like  Peter  weep. 
Let  me  be  by  grace  restored ; 

On  me  be  all  long-suflfering  shown  ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

2  Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above. 
Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me,  through  Thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart: 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 
A  portion  of  Thy  gvief  wwkwown', 
Tarn,  and  look  uponi  m^,  Ijox^, 
A,Bd  break  my  VieatV.  oi  e^Aiw^a. 
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3  For  Thine  own  compassion's  sake 

The  gracious  wonder  show; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  Thy  back, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow: 
Let  Thy  pity  help  afford, 

And  while  I  do  myself  bemoan, 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


HYMN  94.  C.  M. 

OHELP  ns,  Lord,  each  honr  of  need 
Thy  heavenly  succour  give; 
Help  us  in  thought,  and  word  and  deed, 
Each  hour  on  earth  we  live. 


2  O  help  us  when  our  spirits  bleed 
With  contrite  anguish  sore; 
And  when  our  hearts  are  cold  indeed, 
O  help  us,  Lord,  the  more. 


3  0  help  us,  through  the  pray'r  of  faith, 
More  firmly  to  believe, 
For  still  the  more  the  servant  hath. 
The  more  shall  he  receive. 


4  0  help  us,  Saviour,  from  on  high. 
We  know  no  help  but  Thee ; 
O  help  us  so  to  live  and  die, 
As  Thine  in  heaven  to  be. 
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HYMN  95.  III.  6. 

JESUS,  Lord,  we  kneel  before  Thee, 
Bend  from  Heaven  Thy  gracious  ear, 
While  our  waiting  souls  adore  Thee, 
Friend  of  helpless  sinners  hear  I 
By  thy  mercy, 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord  1 

2  Taught  by  thine  unerring  spirit, 

Boldly  we  draw  nigh  to  God, 
Only  in  thy  spotless  merit, 

Only  through  Thy  precious  Blood : 
By  thy  mercy. 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord  1 

3  From  the  depths  of  nature's  blindness. 

From  the  hardening  power  of  sin. 
From  all  malice  and  unkindness, 

From  the  pride  that  lurks  within, 
By  thy  mercy, 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord  1 

4  When  temptation  sorely  presses. 

In  the  day  of  Satan's  power, 
In  our  times  of  deep  distresses, 

In  each  dark  and  trying  hour, 
By  thy  mercy, 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord ! 

6  In  the  weary  night  of  sickness,  - 
In  the  throes  of  grief  and  pain. 
When  we  feel  our  mortal  weakness, 
When  the  creature's  help  is  vain. 
By  thy  mercy, 
Ob  deliver  us,  good  1jot3l\ 
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6  In  the  solemn  hour  of  dying, 
In  the  awful  judgment  day, 
May  our  souls  on  Thee  relying 
Find  Thee  still  our  Hope  and  Stay  ! 
By  thy  mercy, 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord  I 

T  Jesus,  may  Thy  promised  blessing 
Comfort  to  our  souls  afiford; 
May  we  now  Thy  love  possessing 
Find  at  last  the  great  reward ; 
By  Thy  mercy 
Oh  deliver  us,  good  Lord  I 
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FRIDAY. 

HYMN  96.  L.  M. 

RIDE  on !  ride  on  in  majesty  I 
The  tribes  of  earth  Hosanna  cry  I 
Thine  humble  beast  pursues  his  road, 
With  palms  and  scattered  garments  strow'd  1 

2  Ride  on  I  ride  on  in  majesty  I 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ! 

O  Christ  I  Thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  Death  and  conquered  Sin  I 

3  Ride  on  !  ride  on  in  majesty  t 
The  last  and  iercest  strife  is  ii\g\i\ 
Th6  angels  look  with  wondering  e^^% 

To  see  th'  approaching  sacri^ce. 
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4  Ride  on  I  ride  on  in  majesty  1 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  I 
Bow  Thy  meek  Head  to  mortal  pain  I 
Then  take,  O  God,  Thy  power,  and  reign. 


HYMN  97.  S.  M. 

WHY  doth  my  Saviour  weep 
At  sight  of  Sion's  bowers  ? 
Shows  it  not  fair  from  yonder  steep, 

Her  gorgeous  crown  of  towers  ? 
Mark  well  His  holy  pains : 
'Tis  not  in  pride  or  scorn 
That  TsraePs  King  with  sorrow  stains 
His  own  triumphal  mom. 

2  "If  thou  hadst  known,  e'en  thou, 

At  least  in  this  thy  day 
The  message  of  thy  peace  I  — but  now 

Forever  pass'd  away  I 
Now  foes  shall  trench  thee  round. 

And  lay  thee  low  with  earth, 
And  dash  thy  children  to  the  ground, 

Thy  glory  and  thy  mirth." 

8  And  doth  the  Saviour  weep 
Over  His  people's  sin, 
Because  we  will  not  let  Him  keep 

The  souls  He  died  to  win  ? 
Ye  hearts,  that  love  the  Lord, 

If,  at  this  sight  ye  burn, 
See  that  in  thought,  in  d^e^,  Vsv  ^Rot^, 
Ye  bate  what  made  B\m  tao\iT\^. 
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HYMN  98.  III.  3. 

GREAT   High -priest,   we  view  Thee 
stooping, 
With  our  names  upon  Thy  breast ; 
In  the  garden  groaning,  drooping. 
To  the  ground  in  horrors  prest. 

2  Angels  see  with  sad  amazement. 

Their  Creator  suffer  thus ; 
Oh,  be  ours  deep  heart-abasement ; 
Lord,  we  know  'twas  done  for  us. 

3  Now  into  that  garden  lead  us, 

There  to  see  Thy  bloody  sweat, 
Tho'  Thou  from  the  curse  hast  freed  us, 
We  the  cost  may  ne'er  forget. 

4  Be  Thine  agonies  rehearsed 

By  the  Spirit  in  our  ears, 
Till  beholding  whom  we  pierced. 
Melt  our  hearts  in  grateful  tears. 

5  On  the  cross  Thy  body  broken 

CancelPd  every  legal  charge ; 
Pleading  this  availing  token, 
Guilty  souls  are  set  at  large. 

G  Lord,  we  fain  would  trust  Thee  solely, 
'Twos  for  us  Thy  blood  waa  sp\\\,\ 
SuiTcring  Saviour,  take  us  w\\o\\y, 
Take  and  make  us  what  Thou  mVt. 
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HYMN  99.  P.M.       * 

BEHOLD  the  Lamb  I 
O  Thou  for  sinners  slain, 
Let  it  not  be  in  vain 

That  Thou  hast  died ; 
Thee  for  my  Saviour  let  me  take, 
Thee,  Thee  alone  my  refuge  make, 
Thy  pierced  side. 

2  Behold  the  Lamb  I 
Archangels — fold  your  wings; 
Seraphs — hush  all  the  strings 

Of  million  lyres : 
The  Victim,  veiPd  on  earth,  in  love 
TJnveiPd  —  enthroned  —  adored  above, 
All  heaven  admires  I 

8  Behold  the  Lamb  I 
All  hail,  Eternal  Word  1 
Thou  universal  Lord, 

Purge  out  our  leaven : 
Clothe  us  with  godliness  and  good. 
Peed  us  with  Thy  celestial  food, 
Manna  from  heaven  I 

4  Behold  the  Lamb  I 
Saints,  who,  in  blissful  rest 
Wait  to  be  fully  blest; 

Oh  I  Lord  —  how  loug  I 
Tioa  church  on  earth,  overwhelmed  with  fears, 
S^//  In  this  vale  of  woe  and  teats, 
Snrell  the  Ml  song. 
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6  Behold  the  Lamb  I 
Worthy  is  He  alone, 
To  sit  upon  the  throne 

Of  God  above  I 
One  with  the  Ancient  of  all  days, 
One  with  the  Paraclete  in  praise, 
All  Light — all  Love  I 

HYMN  100.  II.  1. 

OLAMB  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 
I  plead  with  Thee ;  my  suit  to  gain, 
I  plead  what  Thou  hast  done : 
Didst  Thou  not  die  the  death  for  me  f 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

2  Receive  the  purchase  of  Thy  blood. 
My  Friend  and  Advocate  with  God, 

My  Ransom  and  my  Peace : 
My  Surety  I  Thou  my  debt  hast  paid, 
For  all  my  sins  atonement  made, 

The  Lord  my  Righteousness. 

3  O  let  Thy  Spirit  shed  abroad 
The  love  of  my  redeeming  God, 

In  this  cold  heart  of  mine : 
O  might  He  now  descend,  and  rest 
Forever  in  this  troubled  breast. 

And  keep  me  ever  Thine. 

HYMN  101.  P.  M. 

FLOW,  my  contrite  teats,  tlo'^  t%»X,^T, 
Thus  my  guilt  and  sin  \)emo«bTk\ 
Moaru  my  Ijeart  in  deeper  augxA^^Vi 
Over  sorrows  not  Mu^  oviv\ 
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See  a  spotless  Lamb  draw  nigh 
To  Jerusalem  to  die 
For  thy  sins,  the  sinless  One  ! 
Think  1  ah  I  think  what  thoa  hast  do 

2  See  Him  stand  while  cruel  fetters 

Bind  the  hands  that  framed  the  work 
While  around  Him  bitter  mocking, 
Laughter  and  contempt  are  hurled. 
Heathen  rage  and  Jewish  scorn, 
Meekly  for  our  sins  are  borne. 
Sin  has  brought  Him  from  above : 
Who  can  fathom  such  a  love  ? 

3  Can  we  view  the  Saviour  given 

To  the  smiters'  hands  for  us  ? 
Can  we  all  unmoved,  unhumbled. 
See  Him  mocked  and  slighted  thus  ? 
View  the  thorny  chaplet  red. 
On  His  meek  and  bleeding  head, 
Hear  the  loud  and  angry  din, 
And  not  tremble  for  our  sin  ? 

4  Must  I,  Jesus,  thus  behold  Thee 

In  Thy  toil  and  sorrow  here? 
Can  I  nothing  better  yield  Thee 
Than  my  unavailing  tear  ? 
Lamb  of  God  1  I  weep  for  Thee, 
Weep,  Thy  cruel  cross  to  see, 
Weep,  for  death  that  Death  destroys 
Weep,  for  grief  that  brings  me  joys  I 

•  5  Poor  is  all  that  I  can  offer  — 
Sonl  and  body  while  1  W^e  •, 
Take  it,  O  my  Saviour,  taV^  W. — 
/  have  nothing  more  to  ^\^«i. 
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Come,  and  in  this  heart  remain ; 
Let  each  enemy  be  slain ; 
Let  me  live  and  die  with  Thee ; 
To  Thy  kingdom  welcome  me. 

HYMN  102.  C.  M. 

FORTH  flames  the  standard  of  our  King, 
Bright  gleams  the  mystic  sign, 
When  life  bore  death  of  suffering, 
And  death  wrought  life  divine. 

2  The  stabs  of  the  accursed  spear. 

Brought  forth  the  healing  flood, 
To  cleanse  sin's  stains  so  dark  and  drear, 
With  water  and  with  blood. 

3  Fnlfilled  is  each  prophetic  word, 

Each  faith-inspiring  strain, 
Telling  the  nations  of  that  Lord, 
Who  by  the  Cross  should  reign. 

4  Hail,  Cross  of  Christ  I  man's  only  hope ; 

While  now  we  gaze  and  pray, 
Dear  Lord,  th'  exhaustless  fountains  ope, 
And  wash  our  sins  away. 

HYMN  103.  IIL  2. 

GO  to  dark  Gethsemane, 
Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power. 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

Watch  with  Him  one  bitter  \\o\rc  \ 
Tarn  not  from  his  griefs  awa^, 
Learn  of  Jesaa  Christ  to  pra^. 
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2  Follow  to  the  judgment  hall ; 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned ; 
O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall; 

O  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained  I 
Shun  not  snfifering,  shame,  or  loss; 
Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 

3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 

There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
Mark  the  miracle  of  time, 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete; 
"It  is  finished" — hear  Him  cry; 
Learn  in  Christ  to  live  and  die. 

HYMN  104.  P.  M. 

HIS  trial  o'er,  and  now  beneath 
His  own  cross  meekly  bending, 
Jesus,  the  fatal  hill  of  death 
Is  wearily  ascending. 

2  And  now.  His  hands  and  feet  pierc'd  tt 

Upon  the  cross  they  raise  Him, 
Where  even  now,  in  distant  view. 
The  eye  of  faith  surveys  Him. 

3  O,  wondrous  love,  which  God  most  Hij 

Tow'rds  man  was  pleas'd  to  cherish 
His  sinless  Son  He  gave  to  die. 
That  sinners  might  not  perish. 

4  Our  sins'  pollution  to  remove 

His  blood  was  ask'd  and  ^Weu : 
So  mighty  was  tlie  SaV\o\iT'^\o^^> 
So  vast  the  price  oi  "H-ea^^^. 
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5  Tes  1  'tis  the  cross  that  breaks  the  rod, 

And  chain  of  condemnation, 
And  makes  a  league  'twixt  man  and  God, 
For  our  complete  salvation. 

6  0  1  praise  the  Father,  praise  the  Son, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  given. 
And  Holy  Ghost,  thro'  whom  alone 
Our  hearts  are  raised  to  Heaven. 


HYMN  105-  II.  6. 

0  SACRED  Head,  now  wionnded, 
With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down  ; 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thine  only  crown : 
O  Sacred  Head,  what  glory. 

What  bliss  till  now  was  Thine  ; 
Yet  though  despis'd  and  gory, 
I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 

2  What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  sufferM, 

Was  all  for  sinners'  gain  : 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression. 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain. 
Lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour  1 

'Tis  I  deserve  Thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  Thy  favour. 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 

3  The  joy  can  ne'er  be  spoken 

Above  all  joy^  beside, 
WLen,  in  Thy  *Body  broken, 
/  thus  with  safety  hide. 
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Lord  of  my  life,  desiring 

Thy  glory  now  to  see ; 
Beside  Thy  cross  expiring 

I'd  breathe  my  soul  to  Thee. 

4  What  Ian gn age  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this.  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ? 
0  make  me  Thine  for  ever; 

And  should  I  fainting  be. 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  "^ny  love  for  Thee. 

6  Be  near  me  when  I'm  dying, 

O,  show  Thy  cross  to  me ; 
And  to  my  succour  flying. 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free  1 
When  strength  and  comfort  languish 

Amidst  the  final  throe. 
Release  me  from  my  anguish 

By  Thine  own  pain  and  woe. 


HYMN  106.  C.  M. 

0  HALLOWED  Head  I  compelPd  to  1 
Beneath  unnumbered  scorns, 
0,  dear,  dishonored,  glorious  brow 

Now  rent  by  cruel  thorns  ; 
Eyes  where  the  light  of  Heaven  did  reig 

Can  ye  grow  glaz'd  and  dim? 
O  death  —  by  Him  for  others  slain  — 
Can'st  thou,  have  powei  o'et  "HXixil 
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2  Love's  mystery  o'er  the  scene  doth  hang. 

Love  mast  nnfold  it  still, 
Who  coald  inflict  on  Him  a  pang, 

Without  His  own  blest  will? 
He,  whom  the  slambering  dead  have  heard, 

Whose  voice  the  winds  could  tame, 
Could  crush  His  murderers  with  a  word, 

If  such  had  been  his  aim. 

3  Yea,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings, 

Life,  light,  and  joy  to  me ; 
My  soul  thro'  doubt  and  darkness  clings, 

With  trembling  faith  to  Thee. 
Lo,  Death  and  Hell  with  all  their  host 

Quail  now  before  their  Lord, 
And  more  than  was  in  Adam  lost, 

I  see  in  Christ  restored. 


HYMN  107.  C.  M. 

ALAS  I  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  f 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Did  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  1  grace  unknown  1 
And  love  beyond  degree  I 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  Md^, 

And  shut  bis  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Mak^T,  ^\^, 
For  man,  the  creature's  am. 
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4  Thns  might  I  hide  in  shame  my  face, 

While  his  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

HYMN  108.  III.  8. 

SWEET  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing', 
Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Love  apd  grief  my  heart  dividing, 

With  my  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe ;  • 
Constant  still  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

3  Here  I'll  sit  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  His  blood ; 
Precious  drops  my  soul  bedewing. 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

4  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heavjBn, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze ; 
Here  I  see  my  sins  forgiven, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

5  Lord,  in  ceaseless  contemplation. 

Fix  my  heart  and  eyes  on  Thee, 
Till  I  taste  Thy  whole  salvation, 
.    And  unveil'd  Thy  gloma  »^^. 
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HYMN  109.  III.  2. 

HEARTS  of  stone,  relent,  relent, 
Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdu'd; 
See  his  body  mangled,  rent. 

Covered  with  His  flowing  blood ; 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  thou  done? 
Crucified  th'  incarnate  Son  I 

2  Yes,  our  sins  have  done  the  deed. 

Driven  the  nails  that  fix'd  Him  here ; 
Crowned  with  thorns  His  sacred  head, 

Pierc'd  Him  with  the  soldier's  spear : 
Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice, 
For  a  sinful  world  He  dies. 

3  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain, ' 

Nor  ra3eive  the  proffer'd  good  ; 
Crucify  the  Lord  again, 

Trample  on  his  precious  blood  ? 
No,  witii  all  my  sins  I'll  part; 
Saviour,  take  my  broken  heart 

HYMN  no.  P  M. 

BOUND  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim, 
Streaming  blood  and  writhing  limb, 
By  the  flesh  with  scourges  torn, 
By  the  crown  of  twisted  thorn. 
By  the  side  so  deeply  pierc'd. 
By  the  baffled,  burning  t\i\Tst, 
Bf  the  drooping,  death-dewecV\>to^, 
Son  of  mm,  'tis  Thou  1  'tis  T\iO\x\ 


108        PASSION   WEEK  AND  QOOD-FEIDAl 

2  Bound  upon  th*  accursed  tree, 
Dread  and  woful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  sun  at  noonday  pale, 
Shivering  rocks  and  rending  veil, 
By  the  earth  enwrapt  in  gloom, 
By  the  saints  who  burst  their  tomb, 
By  the  promise  ere  He  died, 
To  the  felon  at  His  side ; 
Lord  I  our  suppliant  knees  we  bow ! 
Son  of  God  I  'tis  Thou  I  'tis  Thou  1 


3  Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Faint  and  dying,  who  is  He? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry, 
Of  the  dying  agony ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chambers  of  the  dead;* 
By  the  mourners  bowed  to  weep, 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep ; 
Crucified,  we  know  Thee  now. 
Son  of  man  !  'tis  Thou  1  'tis  Thou  I 


4  Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, 
"  Lord  I  they  know  not  what  they  do  I " 
By  the  spoiPd  and  empty  grave, 
By  the  souls  he  died  to  save. 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won, 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne, 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  V^xoyf, 

Son  of  Qod  I  'tis  Thou\  'lis  T\io\jL\ 
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HYMN  IIL  III.  8. 

HAIL,  tbon  once  despised  Jesas, 
Hail,  thou  Galilean  King; 
Thoa  didst  safifer  to  release  as; 
Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring  I 
Hail,  once  agonizing  Saviour, 

Thou  didst  bear  our  sin  and  shame : 
Through  Thj  merit  find  we  favour ; 
Life  is  given  through  thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  anointed. 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made. 
All  thy  people  are  forgiven, 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood ; 
Open'd  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 

Man  is  reconciPd  to  God. 

3  Jesus,  low  we  bow  before  Thee, 

Mediator  glorified  ! 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  the  Father's  side: 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading, 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare : 
Ever  for  us  interceding. 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

4  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blesm^ 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive*, 
Loudest  praises,  never  ceasitvg^ 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  giye. 
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Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 
Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 

Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 
Help  to  chant  Immanuers  praise. 

HYMN  112.  III.  a 

ONCE  the  angel  started  back. 
When  he  saw  the  blood-stained  door, 
Pausing  on  his  vengeful  track, 
And  the  dwelling  passing  o'er. 
Once  the  sea  from  Israel  fled. 
Ere  it  rolPd  o'er  Egypt's  dead. 

2  Now  our  Passover  is  come. 

Dimly  shadow'd  in  time  past, 
And  the  very  Paschal  Lamb, 

Christ  the  Lord  is  slain  at  last. 
Then  with  hearts  and  hands  made  meet, 
Our  unleaven'd  bread  we'll  eat. 

3  Blessed  Victim  sent  from  Heaven, 

Whom  all  angel  hosts  obey, 
To  whose  will  all  earth  is  given, 
At  whose  word  hell  shrinks  away. 

Thou  hast  conquer'd  death's  dread  strife 
Thou  hast  brought  us  light  and  life. 

HYMN  113.  IIL  1. 

Easter  Even. 

PAIN  and  toil  are  over  now; 
Bring  the  spice  and  bring  t\\ft  myrrh^ 
^old  the  limb  and  bind  the  Vitovr, 
In  the  rich  man's  sepulctoe. 
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I  Sin  has  bruised  the  Victor's  heel ; 
Roll  the  stone  and  guard  it  well, 
Bring  the  Roman's  boasted  seal, 
Bring  his  boldest  sentinel. 

3  Yet  the  morning's  purple  ray 
Shall  present  a  glorious  sight, 
Stone  by  earthquake  roU'd  away, 
Angel  guards  all  robed  in  white. 
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HYMN  114.  III.  2. 

HE  is  risen,  He  is  risen  1 
Tell  it  with  a  joyful  voice, 
.    He  has  burst  His  three  days'  prison, 
Let  the  whole  wide  earth  rejoice ; 
Death  is  vanquish'd,  man  is  free, 
Christ  has  won  the  victory. 

2  Tell  it  to  the  sinners,  weeping 

Over  deeds  in  darkness  done, 
"Weary  fast  and  vigil  keeping, 

Brightly  breaks  their  Easter  sun; 
Christ  has  borne  our  sins  away, 
Christ  has  conquer 'd  hell  to-day. 

3  He  is  risen.  He  is  risen  1 

He  has  oped  the  eternal  gate ; 
We  are  loos'd  from  sin's  datt  \>mQVi^ 

BIsen  to  a  holier  state, 
WJiere  a  brightening  Eastet  \i^wsi 
On  oar  longing  eye  s^iaU  atxeam. 
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HYMN  U5.  III.  1. 

TESUS  Christ  is  risen  to-day, 
^1    Our  triumphant  holiday; 
Who  did  oDce  upon  the  cross 
Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss. 

Hallelujah  1 

2  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing 
Unto  Christ,  our  heav'nly  King; 
Who  endur'd  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

Hallelujah  1 

3  But  the  pains  which  He  endured 
Our  salvation  have  procured; 
Now  above  the  sky  He's  King, 
Where  the  angels  ever  sing. 

Hallelujah  I 

4  Now  be  God  the  Father  prais'd. 
With  the  Son,  from  death  upraised. 
And  the  Spirit,  ever  blest; 

One  true  God,  by  all  confest. 

Hallelujah  I 

HYMN  lie.  L.J^ 

THE  dawn  was  purpling  o'er  the  si 
With  alleluias  rang  the  air; 
Earth  held  a  glorious  jubilee ; 
Hell  gnashed  its  teeth  in  fierce  des 

2  When  He,  Whom  stone,  and  seal,  an 

Had  safely  to  the  tomb  couai^ii'd, 

Triamphant  rose,  and  buxVed  "D^^AXi. 

Deep  in  the  grave  He  Mt.  bebVui 
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3  Calm  all  your  grief  and  still  your  tears : 

Hark  !  —  the  descending  angel  cries, 
The  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 
And  Death  is  slain,  no  more  to  rise  ! 

4  Oh  Jesus,  from  the  death  of  sin, 

Keep  us  we  pray ;  so  shalt  Thou  be 
The  everlasting  Paschal  joy 

Of  all  the  souls  new-born  in  Thee  I 

HYMN  117.  C.  M. 

BLEST  morning,  whose  first  dawning  rays 
Beheld  our  rising  God, 
That  saw  Him  triumph  o'er  the  dust, 
And  leave  His  dark  abode. 

2  In  the  cold  prison  of  the  tomb 

The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 
The  third7  th'  appointed  day. 

3  Hell  and  the  grave  combined  their  force 

To  hold  our  Lord,  in  vain; 
The  sleeping  Conqueror  arose, 
And  burst  their  tyrant  chain. 

4  To  Thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 

These  sacred  hours  we  pay, 
And- loud  hosannas  shall  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  the  day. 

5  Salvation  and  immortal  praise 

To  our  victorious  Kmg\ 

Let  heaven  and  earth,  and  ToeY^  ^\A  ^"^'^^^ 

WHb  glad  hosannas  rine. 
10*  ^  ^ 
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HYMN  118.  III.  X. 

4  NGELS,  roll  the  rock  away  I 
J\,  Death,  yield  up  the  mighty  prey  I 
See,  the  Savioar  quits  the  tomb, 
Glowing  with  immortal  bloom. 

Alleluia,  Alleluia, 
Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day. 

2  Shout,  ye  seraphs ;  angels,  raise 
Your  eternal  song  of  praise ; 
Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound 

^  Echo  to  the  blissful  sound. 
Alleluia,  Alleluia, 
Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day. 

3  Holy  Father,  Holy  Son, 
Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Glory  as  of  old  to  Thee,  • 
Now  and  evermore  shall  be. 

Alleluia,  Alleluia, 
Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day. 


HYMN  119.  in.  I. 

MARY  to  the  Saviour's  tomb. 
Hasted  at  the  early  dawn. 
Spice  she  brought,  and  sweet  perfume. 
But  the  Lord  she  lov'd  had  gone. 
There  awhile  she  lingering  stood, 

Lost  in  anguish  and  dismay, 
Tears  she  wept — a  biU^t  ^ood — 
Asking  where  her  SaVioMi  \^^. 
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2  Soon  her  sorrow  all  was  gone, 

When  she  heard  His  own  dear  voice 
Call  her,  "Mary."— -Oh  I  that  tone, 

How  it  bade  her  heart  rejoice  I 
Sach  a  change  His  word  can  make, 

Turning  darkness  into  day. 
Ye  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake, 

He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 


HYMN  120.  IIL  5. 

COME,  ye  saints,  draw  nigh  and  wonder, 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay  I 
He  has  burst  his  bands  asunder, 
He  has  borne  our  sins  away; 

Joyful  tidings  I 
Yes,  the  Lord  is  ris'n  to-day  I 


2  Jesus  triumphs ;  sing  ye  praises  I 
By  His  death  He  overcame ; 
Thus  the  Lord  His  glory  raises ; 
Thus  He  fills  His  foes  with  shame ; 

Sing  ye  praises  I 
Praises  to  the  victor's  name  I 


3  Jesus  triumphs :  countless  legions 

Come  from  Heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 
Soon  in  yonder  blessed  regions 
We  shall  join  His  praise  to  sing ; 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  tbro^  Heaven's  Ixigla.  ax^\i'e^TO\%, 
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HYMN  121.  L.  M. 

WHEN  I  the  holy  grave  survey, 
Where  once  my  Saviour  deigned  t( 
I  see  fulfilled  what  prophets  say, 
And  all  the  power  of  death  defy. 

2  This  empty  tomb  shall  now  proclaim 

How  weak  the  bands  of  conquered  dec 
Sweet  pledge  that  all  who  love  His  nam* 
Shall  rise  and  draw  immortal  breath. 

3  Jesus,  once  numbered  with  the  dead, 

Unseals  His  eyes  to  sleep  no  more ; 
And  ever  lives  their  cause  to  plead 
For  whom  the  pains  of  death  He  bore 

4  Thy  risen  Lord,  my  soul !  behold ; 

See  the  rich  diadem  He  wears ! 
Thou  too  shalt  wear  a  crown  of  gold, 
A  crown  of  joy,  when  He  appears. 

5  Though  in  the  dust  I  lay  my  head, 

Yet,  gracious  God  I  Thou  wilt  not  lej 
My  flesh  forever  with  the  dead. 
Nor  lose  Thy  children  in  the  grave. 

HYMN  122.  S.  M 

•  •  rpHE  Lord  is  risen  indeed  ;  " 

Ji    The  grave  hath  lost  its  prey ; 
With  b^m  shall  rise  thexaivsoTQ?^  ^^^^ 
To  reign  in  endless  day. 
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2  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed ;  ^ 

He  lives,  to  die  no  more  ; 
He  lives  His  people^s  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  corse  and  shame  He  bore. 

3  "The  Lord  is  risen  indeed;" 

Attending  angels,  hear ; 
Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven,  with  speed, 
The  joyous  tidings  bear. 

4  Then  take  your  golden  lyres, 

And  strike  each  living  chord : 
Join  all  the  bright,  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord. 


HYMN  123.  P.  M. 

LIFT  your  glad  voices  in  triumph  on  high. 
For  Jesus  hath  risen,  that  man  may  not  die. 
Vain  were  the  terrors  that  gathered  around  Him, 
And   short  the  dominion  of  death  and  the 
grave  ; 
He  burst  from  the  fetters  of  darkness  that  bound 
Him, 
Resplendent  in  glory  to  live  and  to  save. 
Loud  was  the  chorus  of  angels  on  high  — 
"The   Saviour  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  not 
die." 

2  Glory  to  God,  in  full  anthems  of  joy : 
The  being  He  gave  us,  death  cannot  destroy ; 
Sad  were  the  life  we  must  part  V\\J[i  \.o-moTt<i^  ^ 
//  tears  were  our  birthrig\\t,  aud  ^^^\Xv  ^ w 
our  end ; 
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Bat  Jesus  hath  cheer'd  the  dark  valley  of  s 
row, 
And  bade  ns,  immortal,  to  heaven  ascend. 
Lift  your  glad  voices  in  triumph  on  high, 
Jesus  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  not  die. 


HYMN  124.  L.  M. 

NOW  at  the  Lamb's  high  royal  feast 
In  robes  of  saintly  white  we  sing, 
Through  the  Bed  Sea  in  safety  brought 
By  Jesus,  our  immortal  King. 

2  O  depth  of  love  1  for  us  He  drinks 
The  chalice  of  His  agony ; 
For  us,  a  Yictim  on  the  Cross, 
He  meekly  lays  Him  down  to  die. 

C  And  as  th'  avenging  Angel  pass'd 
Of  old  the  blood-besprinkled  door ; 
As  the  cleft  sea  a  passage  gave. 

Then  clos'd  to  whelm  th'  Egyptians  o'er ; 

4  So  Christ,  our  Paschal  Sacrifice, 

Has  brought  us  safe  all  perils  through. 
While  for  unleaven'd  bread,  we  need 
But  heart  sincere  and  purpose  true. 

5  Hail,  purest  Victim  Heav'n  could  find, 

The  powers  of  Hell  to  overthrow  I 
Who  didst  the  chains  of  Death  d^sXxo-^, 
Who  dost  the  prize  of  Life  ^«.U>^. 
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6  Hail,  victor  Christ  I  hail,  risen  King  L 

To  Thee  alone  belongs  the  crown  ; 
Who  hast  the  heavenly  gates  nnbarr'd, 
And  dragged  the  Prince  of  darkness  down. 

7  O  Jesus  I  from  the  death  of  sin 

Keep  ns,  we  pray ;  so  shalt  Thoa  be 
The  everlasting  Paschal  joy 

Of  all  the  souls  new-bom  in  Thee. 
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HYMN  125.  C.  M. 

HO S ANNA  to  the  Prince  of  light, 
Who  cloth'd  himself  in  clay ; 
Entered  the  iron  gates  of  death, 
And  tore  the  bars  away. 

2  Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread, 

Since  our  Immannel  rose ; 
He  took  the  tyrant's  sting  away, 
And  conquered  all  our  foes. 

• 

3  See,  how  the  Conqueror  mounts  alofb, 

And  to  His  Father  flies  I 
With  scars  of  honour  in  His  flesh, 
And  triumph  in  His  eyes. 

4  There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 

And  scatters  blessinga  Ao^\i 
From  the  right  hand  of  Maj^^\,^, 
On  the  celestial  tbron©. 
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5  Raise  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues, 
To  reach  this  bless'd  abode ; 
Sweet  be  the  accents  of  your  songs 
To  our  incarnate  God. 


HYMN  126.  C.  M. 

THE  Saviour  stood  on  Olivet; 
His  earthly  task  was  o'er ; 
And  wherefore  should  He  linger  yet 

On  this  world's  dreary  shore  ? 
He  raised  on  high  His  hands  divine ; 

He  bless'd  His  faithful  train; 
Oh  !  when  shall  Adam's  guilty  line 
Such  blessings  hear  again  ? 

2' Then  slowly  tow'rds  th'  expecting  sky, 

The  sky's  Creator  rose ; 
Angelic  watchers,  ranged  on  high, 

Bade  Heaven's  bright  gates  unclose. 
And  in  He  came,  the  Lord  of  might. 

Eternal  and  Supreme ; 
Whose  presence  e'en  those  realms  of  light 

Hlum'd  with  brighter  beam. 

3  0  Thou,  who  thus  exalted  art, 
On  whom  our  souls  rely. 
Grant  to  us  now,  in  mind  and  heart, 

To  dwell  with  Thee  on  high  ! 
And  when  at  length,  redeem 'd  by  Thee, 

The  Just  that  sleep  shall  me  •, 
fF/th  theirs  our  happy  portiou  )aft, 
-4  home  bejond  the  skies^. 
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HYMN  127.  P.  M. 

THE  Lord  ascendeth  up  on  high, 
The  Lord  hath  triumph 'd  gloriously, 
In  powV  and  might  excelling ; 
Hell  and  the  Grave  are  captive  led, 
Lo  1  He  returns,  our  glorious  Head, 
To  His  eternal  dwelling  I 

The  heav'ns  with  joy  receive  their  Lord, 
By  saints,  by  angel  hosts  adored ; 

O  day  of  exultation  I 
O  earth  I  adore  Thy  glorious  King, 
His  rising.  His  ascension  sing, 

With  grateful  adoration. 

Our  great  High-Priest  hath  gone  before, 
Thence  on  His  Church  His  grace  to  pour, 

And  bring  us  to  salvation ; 
O  may  our  hearts  to  Him  ascend 
May  all  within  us  upward  tend 

With  joyful  expectation  I 

By  saints  on  earth  and  saints  in  heav'n. 
All  praise  to  Christ  our  King  be  giv'n, 

Who  hath  to  heaven  ascended ; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  of  heaven's  resplendent  host, 

Whose  reign  shall  ne'er  be  ended. 

HYMN  128.  IIL 1. 

HAIL  the  day  that  sees  Him  to^, 
Glorious,  to  His  native  sV\e^\ 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given, 
IJDters  now  the  gates  of  \ieayeii. 
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2  There  the  glorions  triumph  waits  ; 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates  I 
Christ  hath  vanquished  death  and  sin ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in. 

3  See,  the  heaven  its  Lord  receives ! 
Yet  He  loves  the  world  He  leaves : 
Though  returning  to  His  throne, 
Still  He  calls  mankind  his  own. 

4  Still  for  us  He  intercedes, 

His  prevailing  death  He  pleads; 
Near  himself  prepares  our  place. 
Great  Forerunner  of  our  race. 

5  What,  though  parted  from  our  sight. 
Far  above  yon  starry  height; 
Thither  our  affections  rise, 
Following  Him  beyond  the  skies. 

HYMN  129.  III.  5. 

LOOK,  ye  saints ;  the  sight  is  glorion 
See  the  man  of  sorrows  now ; 
From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow; 

Crown  Him  ; 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

2  Crown  the  Saviour,  ^^ngels  crown  Him ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 

On  the  s^at  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

While  the  heavenly  couc^tt  rings : 

Crown  Him; 

Crown  the  Saviour  Kmg  oi  \asi^ 
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3  Sinners  in  derision  crown'd  Him, 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 

Saints  and  angels  bend  aronnd  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name : 

Crown  Him  ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame  ! 

4  Hark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  I 
Hark  I  those  loud,  triumphant  chords  I 

Lamb  of  God,  our  strong  salvation, 
O,  what  joy  the  sight  affords  I 

Crown  Him ; 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

HYMN  130.  IL  4. 

TH'  atoning  work  is  done, 
The  Victim's  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 

His  people's  cause  to  plead; 
He  stands  in  Heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  His  breast. 

2  He  sprinkles  with  His  blood 

The  mercy-seat  above; 
For  justice  had  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love ; 
But  justice  now  withstands  no  more, 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 

3  No  temple  made  wHh  hands, 

His  place  of  service  is ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands, 

A  Heavenly  Priesthood  H\^. 
'  In  Him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  falGWd,  and  now  withdraw. 


\ 
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4  And  though  awhile  He  be 
Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again; 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


HYMN  131.  S.  M. 

BEYOND  the  starry  skies, 
Far  as  th^  eternal  hills, 
There  in  the  boundless  world  of  light. 
Our  great  Redeemer  dwells. 

2  Around  Him  angels  fair, 

In  countless  armies  shine; 
And  ever,  in  exalted  lays. 
They  offer  songs  divine. 

3  "  Hail,  Prince  of  life  I  •'  they  cry, 

"  Whose  unexampled  love, 
Mov^d  Thee  to  quit  those  glorious  realms 
And  royalties  above." 

4  And  when  He  stoop'd  to  earth. 

And  suflFered  rude  disdain. 
They  cast  their  honors  at  His  feet, 
And  waited  in  His  train. 

6  They  saw  Him  on  the  cross. 

While  darkness  veiVd  t\ie  «ik\^^, 
Aod  when  He  burst  the  galea  oi  ^^^^ 
Tbey  saw  the  Oonquetot  xiae. 
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6  They  throng'd  His  chariot  wheels, 
And  bore  Him  to  Hia  throne; 
Then  swept  their  golden  harps  and  sang, 
"The  glorious  work  is  done." 


HYMN  132.  C.  M. 

BEHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Amid  His  Father's  throne ; 
Prepare  new  honors  for  His  name, 
And  songs  before  unknown. 


2  Let  elders  worship  at  His  feet, 

The  church  adore  around, 
With  vials  full  of  odours  sweet. 
And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

3  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 

Be  endless  honour  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 
Forever  on  His  head. 


i  Thou  hast  redeemed  our  souls  with  blood, 
Hast  set  the  prisoner  free. 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
And  we  shall  reign  with  Thee. 


6  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  pat  beneath  Tby  po'W^T*, 

Then  hasten  time's  delaymg  p^^, 

And  bring  the  prom\a'd\\o\XT. 
11  '^ 


126  ASCENSION. 


HYMN  133.  III.  1. 

HOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 
Live,  by  heaven  and  earth  ador'd  I 
FilPd  with  Thee  let  all  things  cry, 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 

2  Join'd  with  those  beyond  the  sky, 
Chanters  to  the  Lord  most  high, 
We  our  hearts  and  voices  raise, 
Echoing  Thine  eternal  praise. 

3  Happy  they  who  never  rest. 
With  Thy  heavenly  presence  blest  f 
They  the  heights  of  glory  see. 
Search  the  depths  of  Deity. 

4  Fain  with  them  our  souls  would  vie ; 
Sink  as  low,  and  mount  as  high ; 
Fall,  overwhelmed  with  love,  or  soar ; 
Shout,  or  silently  adore. 


HYMN  134.  L.  M. 

WHERE  high  the  heavenly  temple  sta 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  ha 
A  great  High-Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  to  earth  a  bTolYvei'a  ^^^  •, 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
Jle  knows  the  frailty  of  out  itame. 


ASCENSION.  lit 

3  A  sufferer  once,  He  yet  retains 
A  brother  feeling  for  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers,  in  the  skies, 
His  tears,  His  agonies,  and  cries. 

i  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
With  sympathy  beholds  our  grief. 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

5  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne, 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  supplicate  His  heavenly  power,  , 

To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

HYMN  135,  L.  M. 

REDEEMER,  now  Thy  work  is  done  I 
Death  owns  Thy  power,  the  prize  is  won  I 
And  now  once  more  we  see  Thee  rise, 
Returning  to  Thy  native  skies. 

2  A  radiant  cloud  is  now  Thy  seat, 

And  earth  lies  stretch'd  beneath  Thy  feet ; 
While  myriads,  in  their  bright  array. 
Attend  Thee  homeward  on  Thy  way. 

3  Beside  the  everlasting  gates 
The  angel-host  enraptur'd  waits : 

He  comes.  He  comes,  and  God's  high  Throne 
Receives  at  length  the  Holy  One. 

4  There,  Jesu,  Thou  hast  never  ce^^'^ 

To  be  our  Friend,  our  great  ^\^\i-'PT\«s^\., 
Pleading  in  our  behalf  Thy  BVoo^, 
That  holy,  reoonciling  flood. 
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5  And  thence  the  Church,  Thy  chosen  Bri 
With  Thy  free  Spirit's  gifts  supplied, 
Through  all  her  members,  draws  from  Tl 
Her  hidden  life  of  sanctity. 


HYMN  136.  C.  M. 

JESUS,  in  Thee  our  eyes  behold 
A  thousand  glories  more 
Than  the  rich  gems,  and  polished  gold. 
The  sons  of  Aaron  wore. 

2  Once  in  the  circuit  of  a  year, 

With  blood,  but  not  their  own, 
Did  they  within  the  veil  appear, 
Before  the  golden  throne. 

3  But  Christ,  by  His  own  powerful  blooiil 

Ascends  above  the  skies, 
And  in  the  presence  of  our  God 
Shows  His  own  sacrifice. 

4  He  ever  lives,  to  intercede 

Before  His  Father's  face ; 
For  us,  O  Lord,  in  mercy  plead,^ 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  grace  I 


HYMN  137-  L.  M. 

O  TAND  up,  my  soul,  thy  fears  dismis 
O  And  gird  the  Gospel  armowr  ou  \ 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  \A\s»^,- 
Wbere  Jeaaa  thy  great  Caplu.m's  ^' 
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2  Hell  and  thy  sins  thy  foes  may  be, 

But  hell  and  sin  are  vanqaish'd  foes ; 
Thy  Saviour  nailed  them  to  the  tree, 
And  song  the  triumph  when  He  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 

Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  and  palms  are  won, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

4  A  starry  crown  shall  be  my  prize. 

Triumphant  through  Almighty  grace. 
While  all  the  armies,  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 
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HYMN  138.  L.  M. 

COME,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire^ 
And  lighten  with  celestial  fire : 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art, 
Who  dost  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  impart. 

2  Thy  blessed  unction  from  above 
Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love ; 
Enable  with  perpetual  light 
The  dulness  of  our  blinded  sight. 

3  Keep  far  our  foes,  give  peace  a^iYkOTSv^i, 
Where  Tboa  art  guide  no  \\\  caw  coTafc\ 
Teach  na  td  know  the  PatYiCT,  ^ow. 

And  Thee  of  both  to  be  bvit  o\i^  •, 
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4  That  through  the  ages  all  along 
This  may  be  our  endless  song; 
All  praise  to  Thy  eternal  merit, 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit. 


HYMN 


139. 


CM 


OUR  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breath 
His  tender,  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed. 
With  QS  on  eart^  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame.. 

To  teach,  convince,  subdue; 
All-powerful  as  the  wind  He  came. 
And  all  as  viewless,  too. 

3  He  came,  sweet  influence  to  impart, 

A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 
While  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  fix  his  rest. 


4  And  His  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  even. 
That  checks  each  fault,  that  calms  eac 
And  speaks  to  us  of  heaven. 


5  And  every  grace  our  souls  possess, 
AU  good  that  we  Viov©  Vjionrw^ 
And  every  thought  of  \io\\w«a^, 
Are  His  and  His  alone. 


WHITSUNDAY.  181 


HYMN  140,  C.  M. 

SPIRIT  of  Truth  I  on  this  Thy  day 
To  Thee  for  help  we  cry, 
To  gaide  us  through  the  dreary  way 
Of  dark  mortality. 

2  We  ask  not,  Lord,  the  cloven  flame. 

Or  tongues  of  various  tone ; 
But  long  thy  praises  to  proclaim, 
With  fervour  in  our  own. 

3  We  mourn  not  that  prophetic  skill 

Is  found  on  earth  no  more; 
Enough  for  us  to  trace  Thy  will. 
In  Scripture's  sacred  lore. 

4  Though  tongues  shall  cease  and  power  decay, 

And  knowledge  empty  prove, 
Do  Thou  Thy  trembling  servants  stay 
With  faith,  with  hope,  with  love. 

HYMN  14L  CM.     . 

WHEN  first  the  Spirit  of  our  God 
Came  down  His  flock  to  find, 
A  voice  from  heaven  was  heard  abroad, 
A  rushing,  mighty  wind. 

2  Nor  doth  the  outward  ear  alouft 
At  that  high  warning  atatt*, 
Conscience  gives  back  th'  ap\>«S&.ii%  \.ota  \ 
'Tj8  echoed  in  the  heart. 
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3  It  fills  the  Church  of  God  :  it  fiUs 

The  sinful  world  around  ; 
Only  in  stubborn  hearts  and  wills 
No  place  for  it  is  found. 

4  To  other  strains  such  souls  are  set : 

A  giddy  whirl  of  sin 
Fills  ear  and  brain,  and  will  not  let 
Heaven's  harmonies  come  in. 

5  Come,  Lord,  come  Wisdom,  Love,  an 

Open  our  ears  to  hear; 
Let  us  not  miss  th'  accepted  hour ; 
Save,  Lord,  by  love  or  fear. 

HYMN  142,  C.  I 

WHEN  God  of  old  came  down  from 
In  power  and  wrath  He  came 
Before  His  feet  the  clouds  were  river 
Half  darkness  and  half  flame.    '^ 

2  Around  the  trembling  mountain's  bai 

The  prostrate  people  lay; 
A  day  of  wrath  and  not  of  grace, 
A  dark  and  dreadful  day. 

3  But  when  He  came  the  second  time, 

He  came  in  power  and  love ; 
Softer  than  gale  at  morning  prime 
Hover'd  His  holy  Dove. 

4  The  fires  that  rush'd  on  Sinai  down 

In  sadden  torrents  drea-d, 
JVbir  gently  light,  a  gloriowa  ctonvtii, 
On  every  sainted  heaA. 
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5  Like  arrows  went  those  lightnings  forth 
Wing'd  with  the  sinner's  doom, 
Bat  these  like  tongnes,  o'er  all  the  earth 
Proclaiming  life  to  come. 


HYMN  143.  S.  M. 

LORD  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power; 
We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  onr  Lobb, 
The  Spirit  of  all  ^race. 

2  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind. 

One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe  : 
The  young,  the  old  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire 

To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

3  Spirit  of  light,  explore, 

And  chase  our  gloom  away, 
With  lustre  shining  more  and  more 

Unto  the  perfect  day: 
Spirit  of  truth,  be  Thou 

In  life  and  death  our  g\u&«*, 

O  Spirit  of  adoption,  novr 

i/aj  we  he  sanctified. 
J2 
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HYMN  144-  L.M. 

CREATOR  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  waiting  mind  ; 
Come,  poar  Thy  joys  on  haman  kind. 

2  Thrice  Holy  Fount,  thrice  Holy  Fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  thy  sacred  unction  bring 
To  sanctify  us,  while  we  sing. 

3  O  Source  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  I 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  us  temples  worthy  Thee  I 

4  Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  control, 
Subdue  the  senses  to  the  soul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown, 
Then  lay  Thy  hand  and  hold  them  down. 

6  Chase  from  our  minds  th'  infernal  foe. 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love  bestow ; 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

6  Make  us  eternal  truths  receive. 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe  •, 
Cf/re  as  Thyself,  that  we  may  see 
Tie  leather  and  the  Son,  by  TYiee. 
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HYMN  145.  III.  1. 

SPIRIT,  pour'd  on  Pentecost, 
Paraclete  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Resting  on  the  Eternal  Son, 
Holy  I  uncreated  One  I 
Breath  of  life  I  Thine  aid  impart. 
Waken  every  slumbering  heart. 
Every  grovelling  soul  refine, 
With  Thy  power  and  grace  divine. 

2  Sanctifier  I  seal  our  hearts 
With  the  truth  Thy  word  imparts ; 
Sacred  truths  and  themes  instil. 
And  Thy  pleasure  all  fulfil ; 

There  let  Christ  replace  His  throne,    ^ 
And  possess  us  for  His  own. 
Till  our  bodies  all  shall  be 
Temples  to  Thy  Deity  I 

3  Everlasting  Spirit !  come. 
Teach  us  life's  imperfect  sum ; 
All  on  earth  is  dark  and  drear, 
Changeful  as  the  changing  year ; 
Raise  our  souls  from  things  of  earth. 
Subjects  of  a  better  birth, 

And  our  song  shall  be  of  Thee, 
Through  a  blest  eternity  1 

HYMN  146.  P.  M. 

HOLY  Spirit,  Lord  of  light. 
From  Thy  clear  celestial  lid^\i\., 
Tbf  pure  beaming  radiance  ^\n^  \ 
Come,  Thou  Father  of  tYie  pooT, 
Oowe  with  treasures  whic\i  ewdxixe^, 
Oome,  Tboa  Light  of  aft  lY^^t  \Vi^^ 
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2  Thoa  of  all  eonsolers  best, 
Visiting  the  troubled  breast, 

Dost  refreshing  peace  bestow  ; 
Thou  in  toil  art  comfort  sweet, 
Pleasant  coolness  in  the  heat, 

Solace  in  the  midst  of  woe. 

3  Light  immortal.  Light  divine, 
Visit  Thou  these  hearts  of  Thine, 

And  our  inmost  being  fill; 
If  Thou  take  Thy  grace  away, 
Nothing  pure  in  man  can  stay, 

And  his  good  is  turn'd  to  ill. 

4  Thou  on  those  who  evermore 
Thee  confess  and  Thee  adore. 

In  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  descend  ; 
Give  them  comfort  when  they  die. 
Give  them  life  with  Thee  on  high. 

Give  them  joys  which  never  end. 

HYMN  147-  S.  M. 

COME,  Holy  Spirit,  come; 
Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise ; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin ; 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood. 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  mercies  of  our  God. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  fa\t\i, 

Our  doubts  and  feats  remove, 
And  kindle  in  our  breaala  tYie  ^ata^ 
Of  never-dying  love- 
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4  'Tis  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

6  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ; 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 


HYMN  148.  C.  M; 

WHY  should  the  children  of  a  King 
Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
Great  Comforter,  descend,  and  bring 
Some  token  of  Thy  grace. 

2  Dost  Thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints. 

And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven  ? 
When  wilt  Thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  a  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 
And  bear  Thy  witness  with  my  heart 
That  I  am  bom  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  His  love. 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come  *, 
And  Thj  soft  wings,  celestiaV  Don^, 
Will  safe  convey  me  \iome. 
12* 
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HYMN  149.  IILl. 

HOLY  GHOST  1  with  light  divine, 
Shiue  upon  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Tarn  mj  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost!  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Long  hath  sin  without  control. 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  souL 

3  Holy  Ghost  I  with  joy  divine, 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine. 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Ghost  1  Thou  Lord  divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Beign  supreme,  and  reign  alone. 


TRINITY  SUNDAY. 

HYMN  150.  C.  M. 

TTAIL !  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 
JjL   Whom  One  in  Three  Tfe  kwo^  •, 
Bjr  all  Thy  heavenly  Hos\,  a^ote^, 

By  all  Thy  Churcli  be\ovf. 
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2  One  undivided  Trinity, 

With  triumph  we  proclaim; 
Thy  universe  is  full  of  Thee, 
And  speaks  Thy  glorious  name. 

3  Thee,  holy  Father,  we  confess; 

Thee,  holy  Son,  adore : 
Thee,  Spirit  of  true  holiness. 
We  worship  evermore. 

4  Hail  I  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

Our  heavenly  song  shall  be ; 
Supreme,  essential  One,  adored 
In  Co-eternal  Three. 

HYMN  15L  S.  M. 

FATHER  in  whom  we  live. 
In  whom  we  are  and  move, 
The  glory,  power,  and  praise  receive, 
Of  Thy  creating  love. 

2  Incarnate  Deity 

Let  all  the  ransomed  race 
Render  in  thanks  their  lives  to  Thee, 
For  Thy  redeeming  grace. 

3  Spirit  of  holiness. 

Let  all  Thy  saints  adore. 
Thy  sacred  energy  and  bliss, 
Thy  heart-renewing  power. 

4  The  grace  to  sinners  show'd, 

Ye  heavenly  choirs  proc\a\a\, 
And  cry  "Saivatioa  to  out  Oo3l, 
Salvation  to  the  Laiab." 
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5  Not  angel  tongues  can  tell 
Thy  love's  ecstatic  height, 
The  glorious  joy  unspeakable, 
The  beatific  sight. 


6  Eternal,  Triune  Lord : 
Let  all  the  hosts  above, 
Let  all  the  sons  of  men  record 
And  dwell  upon  Thy  love. 

T  When  heaven  and  earth  are  fled, 
Before  Thy  glorious  face, 
Sing  all  the  saints  Thy  love  hath  made 
Thine  everlasting  praise. 


HYMN  152,  in.  1. 

HOLT,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
God  of  Hosts  I  when  heaven  and  ear 
Out  of  darkness  at  Thy  word, 

Issued  into  glorious  birth, 
All  Thy  works  before  Thee  stood, 
And  Thine  eye  beheld  them  good. 
While  they  sang  with  sweet  accord. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 


2  Holy,  holy,  holy  I  Thee, 
One  Jehovah  evermore. 
Father,  Son,  and  Spmtl  v?e, 
Dast  and  ashes,  wovAd  adoT^\ 
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Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed, 
From  that  world  by  Thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here  with  glad  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy  I     AU 

Heaven's  triumphant  choirs  shall  sing, 
When  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King: 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Hearts  and  voices  swell  one  hymn, 
Roand  the  Throne  with  full  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! 

HYMN  153,  III  5. 

HOLY  Father,  great  Creator, 
Source  of  Mercy,  love  and  peace. 
Look  upon  the  Mediator, 

Clothe  us  with  His  righteousness  ; 

Heavenly  Father, 
Through  the  Saviour,  hear  and  bless. 

2  Holy  Jesus,  Lord  of  Glory, 

Whom  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
While  we  hear  Thy  wondrous  story. 
Meet  and  worship  in  Thy  name. 

Dear  Redeemer, 
In  our  hearts  Thy  peace  proclaim. 

3  Holy  Spirit,  Sanctifier, 

Come  with  unction  from  above, 
Raise  our  hearts  to  raptnTea\i\^\^T, 
FiUtbem  with  the  SaviouT's\oN^\ 
Source  of  comfort, 
Cheer  us  with  the  Savioux^a  \o^^- 
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4  God  the  Lord,  through  every  nation 
Let  thy  wondrous  mercies  shine ; 
In  the  song  of  Thy  salvation 
Every  tongue  and  race  combine ; 

Great  Jehovah, 
Form  our  hearts,  and  make  them  Thine. 

HYMN  154.  C.  M. 

THE  Lord  descended  from  above, 
And  bow'd  the  heavens  most  high, 
And  underneath  His  feet  He  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

2  On  cherub  and  on  cherubim, 

Full  royally  he  rode, 
And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds, 
Came  flying  all  abroad. 

3  He  sat  serene  upon  the  foods, 

Their  fury  to  restrain ; 
And  He,  as  sovereign  Lord  and  King, 
For  evermore  shall  reign. 


FAST   DAY. 

HYMN  155.  C.  M. 

COME,  let  our  souls  adore  the  Lord, 
Whose  judgments  yet  dda.y  •, 
Wbo  yet  suspends  the  W^ied  b^viot^, 
Aad  gives  us  time  to  pt^i^. 
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2  Great  is  our  gailt,  our  fears  are  great 

But  let  us  not  despair ; 
Still  open  is  the  mercy-seat 
To  penitence  and  prayer. 

3  Kind  Intercessor,  to  Thy  love 

This  blessed  hope  we  owe: 
Now  let  Thy  merits  plead  above, 
While  we  implore  below. 

4  Though  justice  near  Thine  awful  throne 

Attends  Thy  dread  command, 
Lord,  hear  Thy  servants,  hear  Thy  Son, 
And  save  a  guilty  land. 


HYMN  156.  C.  M. 

During  a  Pestilence. 

LET  the  land  mourn  through  all  its  coasts. 
And  humble  all  its  state ; 
Princes  and  rulers,  at  their  posts, 
Awhile  sit  desolate. 

2  Let  priests  and  people,  high  and  low, 

Rich,  poor,  and  great  and  small, 
Invoke,  in  fellowship  of  woe. 
The  Maker  of  them  all. 

3  For  God  hath  summon'd  from  hia  ^Iqai^ 

Death,  ia  a  direr  form, 
To  waken,  warn,  and  scourge  owt  T^fc^^ 
Than  earthquake,  fire,  oi  a\.otm. 
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4  Let  Churches  weep  within  their  pale, 

And  families  apart ; 
Let  each  in  secrecy  bewail 
The  plague  of  his  own  heart 

5  So  while  the  land  bemoans  its  sin, 

The  pestilence  may  cease, 
And  mercy  tempering  wrath,  bring  in 
God's  blessed  health  and  peace. 


HYMN  157.  L.  M. 

During  a  Pestilence. 

IT  is  the  Lord  I  —  Behold  His  hand 
Outstretched  with  an  afflictive  rod  ; 
And  hark  I  a  voice,  goes  through  the  land, 
'•  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God  I " 

2  Shall  we,  like  guilty  Adam,  hide 

In  darkest  shades  our  darker  fears  ? 
For  who  His  coming  may  abide  ? 

Or  who  shall  stand  when  He  appears  ? 

3  No, — Let  us  throng  around  His  seat ; 

No, — Let  us  meet  Him  face  to  face  ; 
Prostrate  our  spirits  at  His  feet. 
Confess  our  sins,  and  sue  for  grace. 

4  Who  knows  but  God  will  hear  our  cries. 

Tarn  swift  destruct\oi\  itom  our  path, 
Bestrain  His  judgments,  ox  cXv^^W^'i 
In  tender  mercy,  not  m  v^ait\v*l     - 
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5  He  will,  He  will,  for  Jesus  pleads ; 

Let  heaven  and  earth  His  love  record ; 
For  us,  for  us,  He  intercedes ; 
Our  help  is  nigh :  — it  is  the  Lord  I 

6  Into  His  hands  then  let  us  fall 

Come  health  or  sickness,  life  or  death ; 
Whether  He  send  us  balm  for  gall, 
Or  immortality  for  breath. 


THANKSGIVING  DAY. 

HYMN  158.  C.  M. 

LORD,  in  Thy  name  Thy  servants  plead. 
And  Thou  hast  sworn  to  hear ; 
Thine  is  the  harvest,  Thine  the  seed, 
The  fresh  and  fading  year. 

2  The  former  and  the  latter  rain, 

The  summer  sun  and  air. 
The  green  ear,  and  the  golden  grain, 
All  Thine,  are  ours  by  prayer. 

3  Thine  too,  by  right,  and'  ours,  by  grace, 

The  wondrous  growth  unseen. 
The  hopes  that  soothe,  the  fears  that  brace^ 
The  love  that  shines  serene. 

4  So  grant  the  precious  things  brouglit  totHXi 

By  son  and  moon  below, 

That  Thee  in  Thy  new  heaven  oaaL  ^wcOsv, 

We  never  may  forego. 
13  j^ 
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HYMN  159.  L.  M. 

GREAT  God,  as  seastins  disappear, 
And  changes  mark  the  rolling  yei 
As  time  with  rapid  pinions  flies, 
May  every  season  make  us  wise. 

2  Long  has  Thy  favour  crown 'd  our  daj 
And  summer  shed  again  its  rays ; 

No  deadly  cloud  our  sky  has  veiPd ; 
No  blasting  winds  our  path  assail'd. 

3  Our  harvest  months  have  o'er  us  rolPc 
And  filPd  our  fields  with  waving  gold 
Our  tables  spread,  our  garners  stor'd  I 
Where  are  our  hearts  to  praise  the  L( 

4  The  solemn  harvest  comes  apace, 
The  closing  day  of  life  and  grace : 
Time  of  decision,  awful  hour  I 
Around  it  let  no  tempests  lower  I 

5  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine, 
Like  stars  in  heaven  to  rise  and  shine 
Then  shall  our  happy  souls  above 
Reap  the  full  harvest  of  Thy  love  I 

HYMN  160.  C.  M 

jrpiS  by  Thy  strength  the  mountaini 
JL    Ood  of  eternal  power  I 
The  sea  grows  calm  al  TYv^  eomxo&xviS 
And  tempests  cease  to  ioT^et. 
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2  Thy  morning  light  and  evening  shade 

Successive  comforts  bring : 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harvest  glad ; 
Thy  flowers  adorn  the  spring. 

3  Seasons  and  times,  and  moons,  and  hours, 

Heaven,  earth,  and  air  are  Thine  ; 
When  clouds  distil  in  fruitful  showers, 
The  author  is  divine. 

4  Those  wandering  fountains  of  the  sky, 

Borne  by  the  winds  around, 
With  watery  treasures  well  supply 
The  furrows  of  the  ground. 

5  The  thirsty  ridges  drink  their  fill, 

And  ranks  of  corn  appear ; 
Thy  ways  abound  with  blessings  stfll, 
Thy  goodness  crowns  the  year. 


HYMN  161.  P.  M, 

THE  God  of  harvest  praise ; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 
Hand,  heart,  and  voice; 
The  valleys  smile  and  sing, 
Forests  and  mountains  ring, 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring. 
The  streams  rejoice. 

2  Yea,  bless  His  Holy  "Name, 
And  purest  thanks  proclaim 
Tbrongh  all  tte  eartfck  •. 
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To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely  —  but  be  not 
His  benefits  forgot, 
Amid  your  mirth. 

8  The  God  of  harvest  praise ; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices,  raise 

With  sweet  accord ; 
From  field  to  garner  throng, 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along. 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord* 


HYMN  162.  0.  M. 

LORD,  while  for  all  mankind  we  pra 
Of  every  clime  and  coast, 
0  hear  us  for  our  native  land, 
The  land  we  love  the  most. 

2  O  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe ; 

With  peace  our  borders  bless, 
Our  cities  with  prosperity, 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness. 

3  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  Thee  ; 
And  let  our  hUIs  and  valleys  ang 
That  Christ  hath  made  us  free. 

4  Lord  of  the  nation,  thus  to  Thee 

Our  country  "we  comm^wd^ 
Be  Thou  her  refuge  aiii^\i«t  \.xxi&\^ 
Her  everlasting  frvexid. 
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HYMN  163.  II.  4. 

BEFORE  the  Lord  we  bow, 
The  God  who  reigns  above, 
And  rales  the  world  below, 
Bonndless  in  power  and  love. 
Oar  thanks  we  bring. 
In  joj  and  praise, 
Our  hearts  we  raise 
To  heaven's  high  King. 

2  The  nation  Thou  hast  blest, 

May  well  Thy  love  declare. 
From  foes  and  fears  at  rest, 
Protected  by  Thy  care. 

For  this  fair  land. 

For  this  bright  day, 

Onr  thanks  we  pay, — 

Gifts  of  Thy  hand. 

3  May  every  mountain  height, 

Each  vale  and  forest  green. 

Shine  in  Thy  word's  pure  light. 

And  its  rich  fruits  be  seen  I 

May  every  tongue 

Be  tun'd  to  praise. 

And  join  to  raise 

A  grateful  song. 

4  Earth  I  hear  Thy  Maker's  voice, 

The  great  Kedeemer  own, 
Believe,  obey,  rejoice, 
^^And  worship  Him  alone, 
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Cast  down  thy  pride, 
Thy  sin  deplore, 
And  bow  before 
The  Crucified. 


5  And  when  in  power  He  comes, 
O  may  our  native  land, 
From  all  its  rending,  tombs, 
Send  forth  a  glorious  band. 
A  countless  throng 
Ever  to  sing, 
To  Heaven's  high  king 
Salvation's  song. 


HYMN  164.  in.  1. 

After  a  Pestilence. 

WALKING  on  the  winged  wind. 
Fear  before  Him,  Death  behind, 
When  the  Lord  came  down  in  wrath, 
Clouds  and  darkness  girt  bis  path. 

2  Thence  abroad  His  arrows  flew, 
Thick  and  fast  they  smote  and  slew ; 
We  in  dust  and  ashes  lay, 
None  could  help,  but  all  could  pray. 

8  Prayer  prevail 'd  amidst  despair, 
OoD  delights  to  answer  prayer; 
Jadgment  Jaid  its  terxoxa  b^, 
Mercy  beam'd  o'er  eartli  aui  ^Vj. 
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Now  be  sorrow  turn'd  to  song, 
Let  the  bruised  reed  grow  strong, 
Smoking  flax  break  forth  and  blaze. 
Prayer  transform  itself  to  praise. 

• 

Let  the  living  now  record 
All  the  goodness  of  the  Lobd  ; 
Him  let  the  redeemed  adore, 
Go  in  peace,  and  sin  no  more. 


HYMN  165.  IL  4. 

After  a  Pestilence. 

SING  Hallelujah ;  sing 
Glory  to  God  alone! 
Bring  your  oblations,  bring 

Thank-oflferings  to  the  throne ; 
Take  words  of  joy,  of  comfort  take, 
i.wake  to  love,  to  life  awake. 

Tie  Lord  put  forth  His  hand. 

He  touch'd  us  and  we  died ; 

engeance  went  through  the  land. 

But  mercy  walk'd  beside  ; 

^  heard  our  prayers  :  He  saw  our  tears, 

i  stay'd  the  plague  and  quelPd  our  fears. 

%t  shall  we  give  to  Thee, 
Thou  whose  purer  eyes 
>ld  iniquity 
man's  best  sacrifice? 
hes  we  give,  but  rest  ovxt  e\^\m 
"^t,  and  know  none  ottiet  'JSaxoA- 
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4  For  Jesus'  sake  forgive 

Thy  people,  Lord,  'and  spare, 
To  Him  and  Thee  to  live, 

For  Thine  and  His  we  are ; 
Thy  quickening  Spirit  gave  us  breath, 
Thy  Son,  by  death,  has  conquered  deat 
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MATION. 

HYMN  166.  P.  M. 

BLESSED  Jesus,  here  we  stand. 
Met  to  do  as  Thou  hast  spoken, 
And  this  child  at  thy  command 

To  the  Font  we  bring,  in  token 
That  to  Thee  it  here  is  given; 
For  of  such  shall  be  Thy  heaven. 

2  Yes,  Thy  warning  voice  is  plain, 

And  we  fain  would  heed  it  duly, 
*'He  who  is  not  bom  again, 

Heart  and  life  renewing  truly. 
Bom  of  water  and  the  Spirit, 
Shall  My  kingdom  ne'er  inherit." 

3  Therefore  hasten  we  to  Thee, 

Take  the  pledge  we  bring,  oh  I  take 
Let  us  here  Thy  glory  see. 
And  in  tender  pity  mak^  \t 
JN'ow  Thy  child,  and  lea^e  \\.  xie^^v, 
TMae  on  earth  and  TViin«>  loxi^Net. 
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4  Make  it,  Christ,  Thy  member  now, 

Shepherd,  take  Thy  lamb  and  feed  it, 
Prince  of  Peace,  its  peace  be  Thou, 

Way  of  Life,  to  Heaven,  oh  I  leadjt; 
Vine,  this  branch  may  nothing  sever,  * 
Be  it  graflPd  in  Thee  forever. 

5  Kow  upon  Thy  heart  it  lies. 

What  our  hearts  so  dearly  treasure ; 
Heavenward  lead  our  burden'd  sighs, 

Pour  Thy  blessings  without  measure ; 
Write  the  name  we  now  have  given ; 
Write  it  in  the  book  of  Heaven. 


HYMN  167.  C.  M. 

MY  God  !  the  covenant  of  Thy  love 
Abides  forever  sure ; 
And  in  its  matchless  grace  I  feel 
My  happiness  secure. 

2  Since  Thou,  the  everlasting  God, 
My  Father  art  become, 
Jesus  my  Guardian  and  my  Friend, 
And  heaven  my  final  home : 

8  I  welcome  all  Thy  sovereign  will, 
For  all  that  will  is  love; 
And  when  I  know  not  what  Thou  dost, 
I  wait  the  light  above. 

4  Thy  covenant  in  the  darkest  gloom 
Shall  heavenly  rays  impart., 
And  when  my  ejeKds  close  in  A^«AJdl> 
SaataiB  my  fainting  heart. 
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HYMN  168.  0.  M. 

MY  God,  accept  my  heart  tUs  day. 
And 'make  it  always  ThiDe, 
That  I  from  thee  no  more  may  stray, 
No  more  from  Thee  decline. 

2  TBefore  the  cross  of  Him  who  died, 
Behold  I  prostrate  fall ; 
Let  every  sin  be  cracified, 
Let  Christ  be  all  in  alL 

8  Anoint  me  with  Thy  heavenly  grace, 
Adopt  me  for  Thine  own  ; 
That  I  may  see  Thy  glorious  fac^, 
And  worship  at  Thy  throne  I- 

4  May  the  dear  blood,  once  shed  for  me. 

My  blest  atonement  prove; 

That  I  from  first  to  last  may  be 

The  purchase  of  Thy  love  I 

5  Let  every  thought,  and  work,  and  word. 

To  Thee  be  ever  given; 
Then  life  shall  be  Thy  service,  Lord, 
And  death  the  gate  of  heaven  I 


HYMN  169.  C.  M. 

YE  hearts  with  youthful  vigour  warm, 
In  willing  crowds  dtaw  w^ar, 
And  turn  from  every  moilaX  c\x%.Tia  . 
A.  Saviour's  voice  to  \ift«t. 
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2  **  The  soul  that  longs  to  see  Mj  face, 
Is  sure  My  love  to  gain; 
And  those  that  earlj  seek  My  grace, 
Shall  never  seek  in  yain." 

8  What  object,  Lord,  my  soul  should  move, 
If  once  compared  with  Thee  ? 
What  beauty  should  command  my  love, 
Like  what  in  Ohrist  I  see  f 

4  Away,  ye  false,  delusive  toys, 
Vain  tempters  of  the  mind  I 
'Tis  here  I  seek  my  highest  joys, 
And  here  true  bliss  1  find. 


THE    LORD'S    SUPPER. 

HYMIS^  170.  L.  M. 

jrpWAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night, 
JL   When  powers  of  earth  and  hell  arose 

Against  the  Son  of  God's  delight, 
And  friends  betray'd  Him  to  His  foes : 

2  Before  the  mournful  scene  began. 

He  took  the  bread,  and  bless'd,  and  brake ; 
What  love  through  all  His  actions  ran  I 
What  wondrous  words  of  grace  He  spake  I 

"  This  is  My  body,  broke  for  8iiv\ 

BeceJre  and  eat  the  IWing  ioodi*,^^ 
Then  took  the  cup,  and  b\eaa^^l\kfcm\i^-. 
''This  the  new  covenant  va  "Si^  XAoo^^'* 
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4  Jesus  1  Thy  feast  we  celebrate ; 

We  show  Thy  death,  we  sing  Thy  name, 
Till  Thou  return,  and  we  shall  eat 
The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb. 


HYMN  17L  C.  M. 

SHEPHERD  of  souls,  refresh  and  bless 
Thy  chosen  pilgrim  flock, 
With  manna  in  the  wilderness, 
With  water  from  the  rock. 

2  Hungry  and  thirsty,  faint  and  weak, 

As  Thou  when  here  below, 
Our  souls  the  joys  celestial  seek 
Which  from  Thy  sorrows  flow. 

3  We  would  not  live  by  bread  alone, 

But  by  that  word  of  grace, 
In  strength  of  which  we  travel  on 
To  our  abiding  place. 

4  Be  known  to  us  in  breaking  bread. 

But  do  not  then  depart, 
Saviour  abide  with  us  and  spread 
Thy  table  in  oar  heart. 

5  Lord  sup  with  us  in  love  divine  ; 

Thy  body  and  thy  blood, 
That  living  bread,  that  heavenly  wine, 
Be  our  immortal  food. 
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HYMN  172.  C.  M. 

OGOD  unseen,  yet  ever  near, 
Thy  presence  may  we  feel; 
And  thus  inspired  with  holy  fear, 
Before  thine  altar  kneel 

2  Here  may  Thy  faithful  people  know 
The  blessings  of  Thy  love ; 
The  streams  that  through  the  desert  flow« 
The  manna  from  above. 


3  We  come,  obedient  to  Thy  word, 

To  feast  on  heavenly  food ; 
Our  meat  the  Body  of  the  Lord, 
Our  drink  His  precious  Blood. 

4  Thus  may  we  all  Thy  words  obey. 

For  we,  O  God,  are  Thine ; 
And  go  rejoicing  in  our  way, 
Renew 'd  with  strength  divine. 


HYMN  173.  III.  2. 

BREAD  of  heaven,  on  Thee  I  feed. 
For  Thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed, 
Ever  may  my  soul  be  fed. 
With  the  true  and  living  Bread  : 
Day  by  day  with  strength  supplied, 
Through  the  life  of  Him  that  died. 
U 
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2  Vine  of  heaven,  Thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice ; 
'Tis  thy  wounds  my  healing  give  ; 
To  Thy  cross  I  look  and  Uve : 
Booted,  grounded,  graff'd  in  Thee, 
A  living  branch  O  let  me  be. 

HYMN  174.  P.  M. 

BREAD  of  the  world  in  mercy  brokei 
Wine  of  the  soul  in  mercy  shed, 
By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken, 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead 

2  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed, 
And  be  Thy  Feast  to  us,  the  token 
That  by  Thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 

HYMN  175.  KM. 

LORD,  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thine, 
Purchased  and  sav'd  by  blood  divine 
With  fall  consent  Thine  I  would  be. 
And  own  Thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Here,  Lord,  my  flesh,  my  soul,  ray  all, 
I  yield  to  Thee  beyond  recall; 
Accept  Thine  own,  withheld  too  long ; 
Accept  my  heart,  inspire  my  song. 

3  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  T\\y  ^T«jee  \    . 

A.  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  Qtodi, 
JSat  ransom 'd  by  Immati\xeV^\Aoo^, 
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4  Thine  would  I  live,  and  Thine  would  die 
Be  Thine  thro*  all  eternity; 

The  TOW  is  past  beyond  repeal. 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

5  Be  Thoa  the  witness  of  my  vow ; 
Angels  and  men  behold  me  now. 
While  to  Thy  table  I  repair, 
And  seal  the  sacred  covenant  there. 

6  Here,  by  that  cross,  where  flows  the  blood 
That  boaght  my  gnilty  soul  for  God ; 
Thee,  my  sole  Master,*  now  I  caU, 
And  consecrate  to  Thee  my  all. 

T  Do  Thou  assist  a  feeble  worm, 
The  great  engagement  to  perform; 
Thy  grace  can  full  assistance  lend. 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

HYMN  176.  CM. 

FOR  mercies  countless  as  the  sands, 
Which  daily  I  receive 
From  Jesus'  my  Redeemer's  hands. 
My  soul,  what  canst  thou  give? 

2  Alas  I  from  such  a  heart  as  mine, 
What  can  I  bring  Him  forth? 
My  best  is  stained  and  dyed  with  sin, 
My  all  is  nothing  worth. 

)  Yet  this  acknowledgment  I'll  mib^  ' 

Tor  all  He  has  bestoVA', 
SAlvBtioB's  sacred  cnp  TW  \.«Jt<a, 
And  call  npon  my  God. 
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4  The  best  return  for  one  like  me,  - 
So  wretched  and  so  poor, 
Is  from  His  gifts  to  draw  a  plea, 
And  ask  him  still  for  more. 

HYMN  177.  C.  M. 

LORD,  may  the  spirit  of  Thy  feast, 
The  earnest  of  Thy  love. 
Maintain  a  dwelling  in  onr  breast, 
Until  we  meet  above. 

2  The  healing  sense  of  pardon'd  sin. 

The  hope  that  never  tires, 
The  strength  a  pilgrim's  race  to  win, 
The  joy  that  heaven  inspires : 

3  Still  may  their  light  oar  duties  trace 

In  lines  of  hallo w'd  flame. 
Like  that  upon  the  prophet's  face. 
When  from  the  mount  he  came. 

4  But  if  no  more  with  kindred  dear 

The  broken  bread  we  share, 
Nor  at  the  sacred  board  appear 
To  breathe  the  grateful  prayer ; 

5  iPorget  us  not,  when  on  the  bed 

Of  dire  disease  we  waste, 
Or  to  the  chambers  of  the  dead. 
And  bar  of  judgment  haste. 

6  Forget  not,  Thou  that  bar'st  the  woe 

Of  Calvary's  fatal  tree, 
Those  who  within  these  cotvt\.%\m\cwi, 
-Hare  thus  remembet'd  TVie^, 
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HYMN  178.  CM. 

IF  hnman  kindness  meets  retnm, 
And  owns  the  gratefal  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  its  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ; 

2  O,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him,  who  died,  our  fears  to  quell ; 
Who  bore  our  guilt  and  woe  I 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  He  surveyed 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee. 
What  love  His  latest  words  displayed  ; 
"  Meet  and  remember  me  I " 

4  Remember  Thee,  Thy  death,  Thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share  I 
O  memory !  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  therel? 


VARIOUS   OCCASIONS. 

ORDINATION    AND    INSTITUTION    OF 

MINISTERS. 

HYMN  179.  C.  M, 

HOW  beautiful  the  feet  that  briw^ 
The  gladsome  tidings  YieTeX 
What  gracious  messengers  e'ew  no'v 
To^  our  bleat  eyes  appear  \ 

li 
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2  Thy  servants  speak  —  Thou  only  canst 

The  hearing  ear  bestow: 
They  smite  the  rock  —  bat  thou  alone 
Dost  bid  the  waters  flow. 

3  They  seek  —  but  only  Thou  hast  skill 

To  bring  lost  wanderers  home: 
They  call — but  'tis  Thy  love  compels, 
And  then  th'  invited  come. 

4  Lord,  Thou  art  with  them  of  a  truths 

Lest  we  should  go  astray; 
The  twelve  bright  banners  go  before 
And  show  us  Canaan's  way. 

5  Bless  we  our  God,  who  grants  us  here 

To  sing  in  Sion's  ways  I 
Oh  when,  on  heavenly  Sion's  hill, 
When  shall  we  sing  Thy  praise  ? 

HYMN     '       180.  CM. 

LORD,  Thine  appointed  servants  bless 
That  they  may  faithful  be, 
To  preach  the  truth  in  righteousness. 
And  sinners  win  to  Thee. 

2  Uphold  them  by  Almighty  power, 

Thy  strength  divine  impart. 
And,  in  each  dark  and  trying  hour, 
Cheer  Thou  their  fainting  heart. 

3  In  holy  watchfulness  and  prayer, 

O  keep  them  near  Thy  aide; 
May  they  with  loving  zea.\  ^^ci\«xft 
-4.  Saviour  crucifiiedl 
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4  Great  Shepherd  of  .the  sheep,  draw  near, 
Thy  Spirit  now  be  given ; 
That  they  who  preach,  and  those  who  hear, 
May  sing  Thy  praise  in  heaven. 


HYMN  18L  0.  M. 

LET  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake, 
And  take  th'  alarm  they  give ; 
Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive. 


2  'Tis  not  a  cause  of  small  import. 
The  pastor's  care  demands, 
But  what  might  fill  an  angePs  heart. 
And  fill'd  a  Saviour's  hands. 


3  They  watch  for  souls,  for  which  the  Lord 

Did  heavenly  bliss  forego ; 
For  souls,  which  must  forever  live. 
In  rapture  or  in  woe. 

4  All  to  the  great  tribunal  haste, 

Th'  account  to  render  there  ; 
And  should 'st  Thou  strictly  mark  our  faults. 
Lord,  how  should  we  appear  ? 

6  May  they  that  Jesus  whom  they  preaft\i, 
Their  own  Eedeemer  see*, 
And  watch  Thou  daily  o'er  \i\ie\t  %o\3\%, 
That  they  may  watch  for  TL\ieft. 
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HYMN  182.  L.  M, 

POUR  ont  Thy  Spirit  from  on  high ; 
Lord,  Thine  assembled  servants  bless ; 
Graces  and  gifts  to  each  snpplj, 
And  clothe  Thy  priests  with  righteousness. 

2  Within  Thy  temple,  when  we  stand 

To  teach  the  trath,  as  tanght  by  Thee ; 
Saviour,  like  stars  in  Thy  right  hand, 
Let  Thine  anointed  pastors  be. 

3  Wisdom,  and  zeal,  and  faith  impart, 

Firmness  with  meekness,  from  above, 
To  bear  Thy  people  on  our  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  Thou  dost  love : — 

4  To  watch,  and  pray,  and  never  faint, 

By  day  and  night,  strict  guard  to  keep, 
To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint. 
Nourish  Thy  lambs,  and  feed  Thy  sheep ; 

6  Then,  when  our  work  is  finish'd  here, 
In  humble  hope  our  charge  resign  ; 
When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
O  God  I  may  they  and  we  be  Thine. 


CONSECRATION    OF    A    CHURCH. 

HYMN  183.  L.  M. 

HERE,  in  Thy  name,  Eternal  God, 
We  build  this  earthly  house  for  Thee : 
0  make  it  now  Thy  fix'd  abode. 
And  holy  let  Thy  temple  be. 
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2  Here,  when  Thy  people  seek  Thy  face, 

And  dying  sinners  pray  ta  live, 
Hear  Thou,  in  heaven,  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  when  thou  hearest,  Lord,  forgive. 

3  Here,  when  Thy  messengers  proclaim 

The  blessed  gospel  of  Thy  Son ; 
Still  by  the  power  of  His  great  name. 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done. 

4  When  children's  voices  raise  the  song, 

Hosanna  to  their  heavenly  King ; 
Let  heaven,  with  earth,  the  strain  prolong, 
Hosanna,  let  the  angels  sing. 

5  But  vidll,  indeed,  Jehovah  deign 

Here  io  abide,  no  transient  guest  ? 
Here  will  our  great  Redeemer  reign. 
And  here  the  Holy  Spirit  rest  ? 

6  Thy  glory  never  hence  depart: 

Yet  choose  not.  Lord,  this  house  alone ; 
Thy  kingdom  come  in  every  heart. 
In  every  bosom  fix  Thy  throne. 

HYMN  184.  CM. 

GREAT  Shepherd  of  Tliy  people,  hear ; 
Thy  presence  now  display; 
As  Thou  hast  given  a  place  for  prayer, 
So  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

2  Show  us  the  tokens  of  Thy  love, 
Our  feeble  hope  to  raise ; 
And  pour  Thy  blessing  from  above. 
That  we  may  render  praise. 
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3  Within  these  walls  be  holy  peace ; 

Thy  meroy  here  reveal ; 
Here  give  the  bnrden'd  sonl  release, 
The  wounded  spirit  heall 

4  The  hearing  ear,  the  watchful  eye, 

The  contrite  heart  bestow; 

And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 

To  make  our  graces  grow. 

5  May  we  in  faith  receive  Thy  word. 

In  faith  address  our  prayers; 
And  in  the  presence  of  the  Lord 
Unbosom  all  our  cares. 

6  Here  may  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound 

Enforced  by  grace  divine, 
Awaken  many  sinners  round, 
And  bend  their  wills  to  Thine. 


MISSIONS. 

HYMN  185.  P.  M. 

SENDt  out  Thy  light  and  truth,  O  God  I 
With  sound  of  trumpet  from  above ; 
Break  not  the  nations  with  Thy  rod. 
But  draw  them  as  with  cords  of  love ; 
Justice  and  mercy  meet; 

The  work  is  well  begun, 
Through  every  clime  their  feet, 
Who  bring  glad  tidings,  run ; 
In  earth,  as  heaven.  Thy  will  be  done. 
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2  Before  Thee  every  idol  fell, 

Rend  the  false  prophet's  veil  of  lies ; 
The  fulness  of  the  Gentiles  call, 
Be  Israel  sav'd,  let  Jacob  rise  : 
Thy  Kingdom  come  indeed, 

Thy  church  with  anion  bless, 
All  scripture  be  her  creed. 

And  every  tongue  confess 
*   One  Lord, — ^the  Lord  oar  Eighteoosness. 

3  Now  for  the  travail  of  His  soul, 

Messiah's  peaceful  reign  advance ; 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  pole  to  pole, 

He  claims  His  pledg'd  inheritance : 

0  Thou  most  mighty  I  gird 
Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh, — 

That  two-edg'd  sword — Thy  word, 
By  which  Thy  foes  shall  die. 
Then  be  new-bom  beneath  Thine  eye. 

4  So  perish  all  Thine  enemies, 

Their  enmity  alone  be  slain; 
Them,  in  the  arms  of  mercy  seize. 

Breathe,  and  their  souls  shall  come  again : 

So  may  Thy  friends  at  length. 
Oft  smitten,  oft  laid  low, 

Forth,  like  the  sun  in  strength. 
Conquering,  to  conquer  go. 
Till  to  Thy  throne  all  nations  flow. 

HYMN  186.  L.  M. 

ARM  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake  1 
Put  on  thy  strength  I  the  nations  shake  I 
And  let  the  world  adoring  see, 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  Tbe^. 


168  MISSIONS. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  throne, 
I  am  Jehovah  —  God  alone  1 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confoand. 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 

3  Almighty  God  I  Thy  grace  proclaim, 
In  every  land,  of  every  name ; 

Let  Zion^s  time  of  favor  come ; 

Oh  I  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home. 

4  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake  I 

Pot  on  Thy  strength  I  the  nations  shake  I 
Let  hostile  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  alL 


HYMN  187.  P.  M. 

THOU,  whose  Almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 
And  took  their  flight  1 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray ; 
And  where  the  gospel  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 
Let  there  be  light  I 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing 

Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  spirit-blind, 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

Let  there  be  light  I 
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3  Spirit  of  troth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight  I 
Move  on  the  water's  face, 
Spreading  the  beams  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

Let  there  be  light ! 

4  Blessed  and  Holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might! 
Wherever  souls  abide, 
Boundless  as  ocean  wide,     • 
Rolling  its  fullest  tide. 

Let  there  be  light! 

HYMX  188.  C.  M. 

FATHER  of  all,  from  whom  we  trace 
Our  universal  kind. 
Teach  us  to  all  of  human  race 
To  show  a  brother's  mind. 

2  Saviour  of  men  I  'twas  Thine  the  pi^in 

Of  death  for  all  to  bear ; 
In  concord  all  thy  followers  train. 
One  hallowed  name  to  share. 

3  O  Spirit!  who  the  chosen  fold 

Dost  wash  with  heav'nly  dew. 
Grant  Thou,  that  all  the  truth  who  hold 
May  peace  with  all  pursue. 

4  O  let  mankind  in  love  agree, 

Sons  of  one  parent  stock ! 
But,  chief,  may  Christian  verity 
TJnite  the  Christian  flock. 
15 
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5  May  trutb  to  all  that  hear  its  sound 
A  bond  of  union  prove, 
And  fellowship  of  faith  be  crown'd 
With  fellowship  of  love. 


HYMN  189.  C.  M. 

DAUGHTER  of  Zion,  from  the  dust, 
Exalt  thy  fallen  head; 
Again  in  thy  Redeemer  trust, 
He  calls  thee  from  the  dead. 


2  Awake,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength. 

Thy  beautiful  array; 
The  day  of  freedom  dawns  at  length. 
The  Lord's  appointed  day. 

3  Rebuild  thy  walls,  thy  bounds  enlarge, 

And  send  thy  heralds  forth; 
Say  to  the  South,  **  Give  up  thy  charge," 
And  "keep  not  back,  0  North  I" 


4  They  come,  they  come  ;  thine  exiled  bands, 
Where'er  they  rest  or  roam. 
Have  heard  thy  voice  in  distant  lands, 
And  hasten  to  their  home. 


5  Thus,  though  the  universe  shall  burn, 
And  God  his  works  destroy, 
With  songs  the  ransom'd  shall  return. 
And  everlasting  Joy. 
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HYMN  190.  HI.  6. 

O'ER  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 
Look,  my  soul,  be  still  and  gaze  ! 
See  the  promises  advancing 
To  a  glorious  day  of  grace ; 

Morn  of  gladness  I 
Let  thy  glorions  dawn  appear. 

2  Let  the  dark  benighted  pagan, 

Let  the  rnde  barbarian  see 
That  divine  and  glorious  conquest. 
Once  obtained  on  Calvary; 

Let  the  Gospel 
Loud  resound,  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  Kingdoms  wide,  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light ; 
Now,  from  eastern  coast  to  western. 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

Let  Redemption 
Freely  purchased  rule  the  day. 

4  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  Gospel, 

Win  and  conquer,  never  cease  : 
May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase : 

Sway  Thy  sceptre, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around. 

HYMN  19L  S.  M. 

LORD  of  the  harvest,  hear 
Thy  needy  servants'  cry; 
Answer  our  faith's  eflfectual  pra^^t, 
And  all  our  wants  supply. 
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2  On  Thee  we  humbly  wait, 

Our  wants  are  in  Thy  view ; 
The  harvest,  Lord,  is  truly  great, 
The  labourers  are  few. 

3  Anoint  and  send  forth  more 

Into  Thy  Church  abroad, 
Thy  Spirit  on  their  spirits  pour, 
And  make  them  strong  for  God. 

4  0  let  them  spread  Thy  name. 

Their  mission  fully  prove; 

Thy  universal  grace  proclaim, 

Thine  all-redeeming  love. 

HYMN  192.  C.  M. 

WORKMAN  of  God  I  0  lose  not  hei 
But  learn  what  God  is  like ; 
And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike. 

2  0  bless'd  is  he  to  whom  is  given 
The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field,  when  He 
Is  most  invisible  I 

8  And  bless'd  is  he  who  can  divine 
Where  real  right  doth  lie, 
And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 
Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  eye  I 

4  0  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of  men  I 
0  learn  to  lose  with  God  1 
For  Jesus  won  the  world  through  shame, 
And  beckons  thee  IL\%  xo^^d. 


MISSIONS.  m 

6  For  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God, 
And  right  the  day  must  win ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 
To  falter  would  be  sin. 


HYMN  193.  L.  M. 

YE  Christian  heroes,  go  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  Kose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  Hell  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire  ; 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

3  And  when  your  labours  all  are  o'er 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
Meet,  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall, 
And  crown  Messiah  Lord  of  all. 

HYMN  194.  L.  M. 

Ezekiel  XLvn.  8,  9. 

GREAT  Source  of  being  and  of  love, 
Thou  waterest  all  the  worlds  above, 
And  all  the  joys  we  mortals  know, 
From  Thine  exhaustless  fountain  flow. 

2  A  sacred  spring,  at  Thy  command. 
From  Zion's  mount,  in  Canaan's  land, 
Beside  Thy  temple,  cleaves  the  ground. 
And  ponra  its  limpid  stream  axoxvad. 
15* 
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8  The  limpid  stream,  with  sadden  force 
Swells  to  a  ri?er  in  its  course ; 
Through  desert  realms  its  windings  pi 
And  scatter  blessings  all  the  way. 

4  Close  by  its  banks,  in  order  fair, 
The  blooming  trees  of  life  appear  ; 
Their  blossoms  fragrant  odours  give, 
And  on  their  fruit  the  nations  live. 

5  To  the  dead  sea  the  waters  flow. 
And  carry  healing  as  they  go ; 

Its  poisonous  woes  their  power  confes 
And  all  its  shores  the  fountain  bless. 

6  Flow,  wondrous  stream,  with  glory  cr 
Flow  on  to  earth's  remotest  bound ; 

•  And  bear  us  on  thy  gentle  wave 
To  Him  who  all  thy  virtues  gave. 
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195. 


OCOME,  let  us  raise 
Our  tribute  of  song ; 
Thanksgiving  and  praise 

To  Jesus  belong; 
He  ciame  from  above 
Our  bliss  to  begin. 
Make  perfect  in  love, 
And  free  us  from  sin. 


IV.  1 
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2  The  old  and  the  young, 

His  people  by  choice, 
With  heart,  soul,  and  tongue, 

In  Him  may  rejoice; 
We  meet  Him  to-day 

Triumphantly  crown'd, 
And  welcome  His  way, 

In  chorus  around. 


3  Hosanna  I  —  that  word 

To  children  is  dear; 
To  Jesus  our  Lord, 

We'll  echo  it  here; 
Let  worldlings  despise. 

And  enemies  rail, 
Hosannas  shall  rise, 

Hosannas  prevail. 

4  God's  temple  shall  ring, 

While  under  His  eye, 
Hosanna  we  sing, 

For  Jesus  draws  nigh: 
Hosanna  I  our  breath 

Through  life  shall  proclaim; 
Hosanna !  in  death. 

In  glory,  the  samel 


HYMN  196.  II.  6. 

WHEN  His  salvation  bringing 
To  Zion  Jesus  came. 
The  children  all  stood  singing 
Hosanna  to  His  name; 
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Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  Him, 

But  as  He  went  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  Him, 

And  smil'd  to  hear  their  song. 
Hosanna  to  Jesns  they  sang. 


2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  to  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  He  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heayenly  hill; 
We'll  flock  around  His  banner 

'Who  sits  upon  His  throne, 
And  cry  aloud  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son : 
Hosanna  to  Jesus  we'll  sing, 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones  our  silence  shaming 

Would  their  Hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words  ? 
No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 
Hosanna  to  Jesus  our  King. 


HYMN  197.  IIL  3. 

WHAT  a  strange  and  wondrous  story, 
From  the  Book  of  God  is  read  — 
How  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory 
Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 
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2  How  He  left  His  throne  ia  heaven, 

Here  to  snffer,  bleed,  and  die. 
That  my  soul  might  be  forgiven, 
And  ascend  to  God  on  high. 

3  Father  I  let  Thy  Holy  Spirit 

Still  reveal  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  prepare  me  to  inherit 
Glory  where  He  reigns  above ; 

4  There,  with  saints  and  angels  dwelling. 

May  I  that  great  love  proclaim, 
And  with  them  be  ever  telling. 
All  the  wonders  of  His  name. 

HYMN  198.  C.  M. 

BLEST  be  the  wisdom  and  the  power, 
The  justice  and  the  grace, 
That  joined  in  counsel  to  restore. 
And  save  our  ruined  race. 

2  Blest  be  the  Lord  that  sent  His  Son 

To  take  our  flesh  and  blood: 
He  for  our  lives  gave  up  His  own. 
To  make  our  peace  with  God. 

3  He  honoured  all  His  Father's  laws, 

Which  we  have  disobeyed; 

He  bore  our  sins  upon  the  cross, 

And  our  full  ransom  paid. 

4  Behold  Him  rising  from  the  grave. 

Behold  Him  raised  on  high : 
He  pleads  His  merits  there  to  save 
Transgressors  doom'd  to  die. 
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HYMN  199.  L.  M. 

OLORD,  behold  before  Thy  throne 
A  band  of  children  lowly  bend  ; 
Thy  face  we  seek,  Thy  name  we  own, 
And  pray  that  Thou  wilt  be  our  friend 

2  Thou  didst  on  earth  the  young  receive, 

And  gently  fold  them  to  Thy  breast, 
And  say  that  such  in  heaven  should  live, 
For  ever  safe,  for  ever  blest. 

3  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  aid  impart. 

That  He  may  teach  us  how  to  pray ; 
Make  us  sincere,  and  let  each  heart 
Delight  to  tread  in  wisdom's  way. 

4  Oh,  let  Thy  grace  our  souls  renew. 

And  seal  a  sense  of  pardon  there ; 
Teach  us  Thy  will  to  know  and  do, 
And  let  us  all  Thine  image  bear. 

HYMN  200. 

IN  the  vineyard  of  our  Father, 
Daily  work  we  find  to  do ; 
Scattered  gleanings  we  may  gather. 
Though  we  are  but  young  and  few ; 

Little  clusters 
Help  to  fill  the  gamers,  too. 

2  Toiling  early  in  the  morning. 

Catching  moments  through  the  day, 
Nothing  small  or  lowly  scorning 
While  we  work,  and  watch,  and  pray ; 

Gathering  gladly 
Free-will  offerings  by  the  way. 
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3  Not  for  selfish  praise  or  glory, 

Not  for  objects  nothing  worth, 
But  to  send  the  blessed  story 
Of  the  Gospel,  o'er  the  earth, 

Telling  mortals 
Of  our  Lord  and  Saviour's  birth. 

4  Up  and  ever  at  our  calling, 

Till  in  death  our  lips  are  dumb. 
Or  till  —  sin's  dominion  falling  — 
Christ  shall  in  His  kingdom  come. 

And  his  children 
Keach  their  everlasting  home. 

5  Steadfast  then  in  our  endeavor 

Heavenly  Father,  may  we  be ; 
And  forever,  and  forever. 

We  will  give  the  praise  to  Thee ; 

Hallelujah 
Singing,  all  eternity. 

HYMN  20L  III.  2 

WORDS  are  things  of  little  cost, 
Quickly  spoken,  quickly  lost ; 
We  forget  them,  but  they  stand 
Witnesses  at  God's  right  hand. 
And  their  testimony  bear 
For  us,  or  against  us  there. 

2  Oh,  how  often  ours  have  been 
Idle  words  and  words  of  sin  I 
Words  of  anger,  scorn,  or  pride. 
Or  deceit,  our  faults  to  hide. 
Envious  tales,  or  strife  unkind, 
Leaving  bitter  thoughts  behmd. 
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3  Grant  as,  Lord,  from  day  to  day, 
Strength  to  watch,  and  grace  to  pray : 
May  our  lips,  from  sin  kept  free, 
Love  to  speak  and  sing  of  Thee; 
Till  in  heaven  we  learn  to  raise 
Hymns  of  everlasting  praise. 

HYMN  202.  S.  M. 

BEWARE  of  Peter^s  word, 
Nor  confidently  say, 
"I  never  will  deny  the  Lord," 
But,  "Grant  I  never  may." 

2  Our  wisdom  is  to  seek 

Our  strength  in  God  alone, 
For  e'en  an  angel  would  be  weak, 
Who  trusted  in  his  own. 

3  Retreat  beneath  His  wings, 

And  in  His  grace  confide ; 
This  more  exalts  the  King  of  kings 
Than  all  His  works  beside. 

4  In  Jesus  is  our  store ; 

Grace  issues  from  His  throne ; 
Whoever  says,  *'  I  want  no  more," 
Confesses  he  has  none. 

HYMN  203.  S.  M, 

WHAT  is  there.  Lord,  a  child  can  do 
Who  feels  with  guilt  oppress'd  ? 
There's  evil  that  I  never  knew 
Before,  within  my  breast. 
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2  Hy  thoughts  are  vain,  my  heart  is  hard, 

My  temper  apt  to  rise; 
And  when  I  seem  upon  my  guard 
It  takes  me  by  surprise. 

3  And  yet,  if  I  begin  to  pray, 

And  lift  my  feeble  cry, 
Some  thoughts  of  folly,  or  of  play, 
Prevent  me  when  I  try. 

4  How  often  in  thy  Church  I've  heard 

Of  Jesus  and  of  heaven. 
Yet  scarcely  listened  to  Thy  Word, 
Or  prayed  to  be  forgiven. 

5  Oh  I  look  with  pity  in  Thine  eye 

Upon  a  heart  so  hard ; 
Thou  wilt  not  slight  a  feeble  cry, 
Or  show  it  no  regard. 
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HYMN  204.  P.  M. 

AROUND  the  throne  of  God  in  Heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand, 
Children  whose  sips  are  all  forgiven, 

A  holy,  happy  band. 
Singing — Glory  I  glory  1  glory  ! 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

2  In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white, 
See  every  one  arrayed, 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light. 
And  joys  that  cannot  fade. 
Singing  —  Glory  I  glory  !  glory  1  * 
Qlorjr  be  to  God  on  high. 
16 
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8  What  brought  them  to  that  world  abofv, 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 

How  came  those  children  there  t 
Singing — Glory  I  glory  1  glory! 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


Because  the  Savionr  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin, 
Bath'd  in  that  pure  and  precioos  flood 

Behold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  —  Glory  I  glory  I  glory! 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


5  On  earth  they  songht  the  Saviour's  grace 
On  earth  they  lov'd  His  name ; 
So  now  they  see  Him  face  to  face, 

And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 

Singing  —  Glory!  glory!  glory 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


HYMN  205.  P.  M. 

THERE  is  a  happy  land,  far,  far  away 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand,  bright,  b 

as  day. 
O,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King, 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 
Pi»ise,  praise  for  aye. 
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2  Come  to  that  happy  land,  come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand,  why  still  delay  t 

O,  we  shall  happy  be. 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free  I 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  Thee, 
Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

3  Bright,  in  that  happy  land,  beams  ev'ry  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand,  love  cannot  die. 

O,  then  to  glory  run ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 
And  bright,  above  the  sun, 
We  reign  for  aye. 


HYMN  206.  III.  1. 

LITTLE  travellers  Zionward, 
Each  one  entering  into  rest, 
In  the  kingdom  of  your  Lord, 
In  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
There,  to  welcome,  Jesus  waits, 

Gives  the  crowns  His  followers  win — 
Lift  your  heads  ye  golden  gates  I 
Let  the  little  travellers  in. 

2  Who  are  they  whose  little  feet. 
Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 
Now  have  reached  that  heavenly  seat, 

They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 
"I,  from  Greenland's  frozen  land*^" 

"I,  from  Indians  sultry  p\a\vi  \^^ 
*'I,  from  Afric's  burning  sand*,'^ 
''/,  from  isiands  of  the  maVa.'^ 
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3  "  All  our  earthly  journey  past, 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
Here  together  met  at  last, 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky  1 " 
Bach  the  welcome  "  Come  "  awaits, 

**  Conqueror  over  death  and  sin  I " 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in  I 


HYMN  207.  IV.  3. 

I  THINK  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men. 
How  He  call'd  little  children  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 


2  I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  plac'd  on  my  head, 
That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me. 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when 
He  said, 
"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me.^ 


3  Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go. 
And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love  ; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above ; 


4  In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 
Full  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 
"For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
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5  But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and 
fall, 
Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home ; 
I   wish  they  could  know  there  is  room   foi 
them  all, 
And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 


6  And  oh,  how  I  long  for  that  glorious  time, 
The  sweetest  and  brightest  and  best. 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime, 
Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blest  I 


CHARITABLE   OCCASIONS. 

HYMN  208.  S.  M. 

SOW  in  the  mom  thy  seed; 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 
Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown; 
-    Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive. 
When  and  wherever  strown: 

3  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear. 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 
16* 


JESUS,  My  Lord,  how  rich  Thy  gi 
Thy  bounties  how  complete ! 
How  shall  I  count  the  matchless  sum 
How  pay  a  tribute  meet? 

2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light 
Exalted  Thou  dost  shine ; 
What  can  my  poverty  bestow, 
When  all  the  worlds  are  Thine  1 


3  But  Thou  hast  brethren  here  below, 
The  partners  of  Thy  grace ; 
And  wilt  confess  their  humble  name, 
Before  Thy  Father's  face. 


4  In  them  Thou  may'st  be  clothed  and 
And  visited  with  cheer; 
And  in  their  accents  of  distress, 
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HYMN  210.  L.  M. 

WHEN  Jesus  dwelt  in  mortal  clay, 
What  were  his  works  from  day  to  day, 
But  miracles  of  power  and  grace, 
That  spread  salvation  through  oar  race  ? 

2  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  to  keep  in  view 
Thy  pattern,  and  Thy  steps  pursue ; 
Let  alms  bestowed,  let  kindness  done, 
Be  witnessed  by  each  rolling  sun. 

3  That  man  may  breathe,  but  never  lives, 
Who  much  receives,  but  nothing  gives  ; 
Whom  none  can  love,  whom  none  can  thank, 
Creation's  blot,  creation's  blank  I 

4  But  he  who  marks,  from  day  to  day, 
By  works  of  love,  his  radiant  way, 
Treads  the  same  path  his  Saviour  trod, 
The  path  to  glory  and  to  God. 


HYMN  2IL  CM. 

LORD,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went. 
By  lane  and  cell  obscure. 
And  let  love's  treasures  still  be  spent. 

Like  His,  upon  the  poor: 
Like  Him  through  scenes  of  deep  distress. 

Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 
We,  in  their  crowded  loneliness, 
Would  seek  the  desolate. 
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2  For  Thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side, 

In  this  wide  world  of  ill, 
And,  that  Thy  followers  may  be  tried, 

The  poor  are  with  us  still. 
Mean  are  all  offerings  we  can  make, 

But  Thou  hast  taught  us.  Lord  1 
If  given  for  the  Saviour's  sake, 

They  lose  not  their  reward. 


AT  SEA. 


HYMN  212.  HI.  1. 

LORD,  go  with  us,  and  we  go 
Safely  through  the  weariest  length, 
Travelling,  if  Thou  wilPst  it  so. 
In  the  greatness  of  Thy  strength. 

2  Through  the  day  and  through  the  dark. 
Over  land  and  over  sea, 
Speed  the  wheel,  and  steer  the  bark, 
Bring  us  where  we  fain  would  be. 


HYMN  213.  S.  M. 

OTHOU  who  didst  prepare 
The  ocean's  sounding  deep, 
And  bid  the  gathering  waters  there 
In  mighty  concourse  sweep: 
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2  Toss'd  in  our  reeling  bark 
On  this  tumultuous  sea, 
Thy  wondrous  ways,  0  Lord,  we  mark. 
And  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee. 


3  Borne  on  the  stormy  ware, 
In  measured  sweep  we  go, 
Nor  dread  th'  unfathomable  grave 
That  ever  yawns  below. 


4  Jesus  is  nigh  who  trod 

Of  old  that  foaming  spray, 
Whose  billows  own'd  th'  Incarnate  God, 
And  died  in  calm  away. 


5  Though  swells  the  threatening  tide 
Mounting  to  heaven  above, 
We  know  in  whom  our  souls  conMe, 
And  fearless  trust  His  love. 


6  Snatch'd  irom  a  darker  deep, 
And  waves  of  wilder  foam, 
Thou,  Lord,  our  trusting  souls  shalt  keep 
And  waft  them  safely  home ; 


T  Home  where  no  tempests  sound. 
Nor  angry  waters  roar. 
Nor  troublous^  billows  heave  around 
Th'  eternal,  peaceful  shore. 
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HYMN  214.  III.  6. 

GOD  the  Lord  a  King  remaineth, 
Bobed  in  His  own  glorious  li^ht ; 
God  hath  robed  Him,  and  He  reigneth ; 
He  hath  girded  Him  with  might : 

Hallelujah  1 
God  is  King  in  depth  and  height 


2  Lord  1  the  water-floods  have  lifted, 
Ocean-floods  have  raised  their  roar, 
Now  they  pause  where  they  have  drifted, 
Now  they  burst  upon  the  shore : 

Hallelujah ! 
From  the  ocean's  sounding  store. 


8  With  all  tones  of  waters  blending 
Glorious  is  the  breaking  deep ; 
Glorious,  beauteous  without  ending, 
God  who  reigns  on  heaven's  high  steep. 

Hallelujah  1 
Songs  of  ocean  never  sleep; 


4  Lord  I  the  words  Thy  lips  are  telling 
Are  the  perfect  verity ; 
Of  Thine  high,  eternal  dwelling 
Holiness  shall  inmate  be : 

Hallelujah  I 
Pure  is  all  that  lives  with  Thee. 
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HYMN  215.  L.  M. 

ASLEEP  in  Jesn's  I  blessed  sleep  I 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus,  oh  I  how  sweet, 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ; 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  its  painful  sting. 

8  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hoar 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus,  oh  I  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be ; 
But  there  is  still  a  blessed  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 

HYMN  216.  C.  M. 

NOT  for  the  pious  dead  we  weep ; 
Their  sorrows  now  are  o'er ; 
The  sea  is  calm,  the  tempest  past, 
On  that  eternal  shore. 
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2  Their  peace  is  sealed,  their  rest  is  sure, 

Within  that  better  home ; 
Awhile  we  weep  and  linger  here, 
Then  follow  to  the  tomb. 

3  And  though  no  visioned  dream  of  bliss, 

Kor  trance  of  rapture  show 
Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  from  hnman  woe ; 

4  Jesus  !  our  shadowy  path  illume, 

And  teach  the  chastened  mind 
To  welcome  all  that's  left  of  good, 
To  all  that's  lost  resigned. 

HYMN  217.  S.  M. 

SERVANT  of  God,  well  done  I 
Thy  glorious  warfare's  past; 
The  battle's  fought,  the  race  is  won, 
And  thou  art  crowned  at  last. 

2  In  condescending  love, 

Thy  ceaseless  prayer  He  heard  ; 
And  bade  thee  suddenly  remove 
To  thy  complete  reward. 

3  With  saints  enthroned  on  high, 

Thou  dost  thy  Lord  proclaim. 
And  still  to  God  salvation  cry  — 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb^ 

4  0  happy,  happy  soul  I 

Henceforth,  whate'er  thy  place, 
Long  as  eternal  ages  roll. 
To  see  thy  Saviour's  face. 
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5  Redeemed  from  earth  and  pain, 
Ah  1  when  shall  we  ascend, 
And  all  in  Jesus'  presence  reign 
.   With  our  translated  friend  ? 


HYMN  218.  III.  1, 

THERE  in  peace  his  dust  is  laid, 
Jesus  watches  o'er  his  bed ; 
There  in  certain  hope  to  lie 
Till  the  trumpet  shakes  the  sky. 


2  Once  more  safe  ;  the  race  is  run  ! 
Bright  and  brighter  was  the  sun, 
Till  the  shining  noon-day  glowed 
O'er  the  pilgrim's  heavenward  road. 


3  Yet  a  few  more  changing  days, 
Winter's  cold,  and  sun's  bright  rays ; 
Yet  a  few  more  flowers  to  dress 
Earth's  prolific  wilderness  I 


4  Then  from  the  believer's  tomb 
Light  of  heaven  shall  chase  the  gloom, 
While  the  charnel-house  shall  shake  ; 
First  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  wake. 


5  Glorious  hour  1  though  sons  of  men 
Know  not  how  and  know  not  when, 
Lord  I  'tis  thine  to  choose  the  day. 
Ours  to  wait,  and  watch,  and  pray, 
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HYMN  219.  P.  M. 

TnOXJ  art  gone  to  the  grave  !  bat  we  will  not 
deplore  thee, 
Though  sorrow  and  darkness  encompass  the 
tomb  ; 
The  Saviour  hath  passed  through  its  portals  be- 
fore thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thj  guide  through 
the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  1  we  no  longer  be- 

hold thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by 

thy  side ; 
But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold 

thee, 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  hath 

died. 

3  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave !  and,  its  mansion 

forsaking. 
What  though  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingered 
long : 
The  sunshine  of  Paradise  beam'd  ori  thy  waking, 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heard'st  was  the 
seraphim's  song. 

4  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  1  but  we  will  not 

deplore  thee, 
For  God  was  thy  Ransom,  thy  Guardian,  and 

Guide : 
He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore 

thee; 
And  death  hath  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  hatb 

died. 
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HYMN  220.  III.  1. 

<  i  QPIRIT,  leave  thy  house  of  clay ; 
J5  Lingering  dust,  resign  thy  breath ; 
Spirit,  cast  thy  chains  away ; 

Dust,  be  thou  dissolved  in  death  I " 
Thus  the  mighty  Saviour  speaks, 

While  the  faithful  Christian  dies ; 
Thus  the  bonds  of  life  he  breaks, 

And  the  ransom'd  captive  flies. 

2  "  Prisoner,  long  detain'd  below, 

Prisoner,  now  with  freedom  blest, 
Welcome  from  a  world  of  woe ; 

Welcome  to  a  land  of  rest : " 
Thus  the  choir  of  angels  sing. 

As  they  bear  the  soul  on  high. 
While  with  hallelujahs  ring 

All  the  regions  of  the  sky. 

3  Grave  !  the  guardian  of  our  dust. 

Grave  I  the  garner  of  the  skies. 
Every  relic  in  thy  trust 

Rests  in  hope  again  to  rise  1 
Hark  I  the  judgment  trumpet  calls — 

"  Soul,  rebuild  thy  house  of  clay ; 
Immortality  thy  walls, 

And  eternity  thy  day." 

HYMN  22L  S.  M. 

THE  voice  at  midnight  came; 
He  started  up  to  hear; 
A  mortal  arrow  pierc'd  his  f^ame, 
He  fell,  bat  felt  no  fear. 
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2  Tranquil  amid  alarms, 

It  found  him  on  the  field, 
A  veteran  slumbering  on  his  arms, 
Beneath  his  red-cross  shield. 

3  At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

"  To  meet  thy  God  prepare  1 " 
He  woke — and  caught  his  Captain's  eye, 
Then  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 

4  His  spirit  with  a  bound, 

Left  its  encumbering  clay; 
His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground, 
A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

5  The  pains  of  death  are  past, 

Labour  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And  life's  long  warfare  clos'd  at  last, 
His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 


INVITATION. 

HYMN  222.  IIL  6. 

COME,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you. 
And  His  heart  with  love  runs  o'er ; 

He  is  able. 
He  is  willing:  doubt  no  more. 
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2  Come,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome ; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Gome  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger ; 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream : 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him : 

This  He  gives  you, 
Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden. 

Lost  and  ruined  by  the  fall, 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all; 

Not  the  righteous. 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Your  Redeemer  prostrate  lies ; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  1 
Hear  Him  cry,  before  He  dies, 

It  is  finish'd  I 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice? 

6  Lo  1  th'  incarnate  God  ascending 

Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood ; 
Yenture  on  Him  —  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 
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7  Saints  and  angels,  joined  in  concert, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 
While  the  blissful  courts  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  His  name; 

Hallelnjah  I 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 

HYMN  223.  III.  6. 

COME,  ye  souls,  by  sin  afflicted, 
Bow'd  with  fruitless  sorrow  down ; 
By  the  perfect  law  convicted, 

Through  the  cross  behold  the  crown  I 
Look  to  Jesus, 
Mercy  flows  from  Him  alone. 

2  Take  His  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it. 

Love  will  make  obedience  sweet ; 
Christ  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  it, 

While  His  wisdom  guides  your  feet 
Safe  to  glory. 
Where  His  ransomed  captives  meet. 

3  Sweet  as  home  to  pilgrims  weary, 

Light  to  newly  opened  eyes. 
Or  full  springs  in  deserts  dreary, 

Is  the  rest  the  cross  supplies: 
All  who  taste  it 
Shall  to  joys  immortal  rise. 

HYMN  224.  C.  M. 

LO  1  Jesus  stands  with  open  arms ; 
He  calls.  He  bids  you  come : 
Guilt  holds  you  back,  and  fear  alarms, 
Bat  see,  there  yet  is  room. 
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2  O  come,  and  with  His  children  taste 

The  blessings  of  His  love ; 
While  hope  attends  the  sweet  repast 
Of  nobler  joys  above. 

3  There,  with  united  heart  and  voice, 

Before  th'  eternal  throne, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  souls  rejoice. 
In  ecstacies  unknown. 

4  And  yet  ten  thousand  thousand  more 

Are  welcome  still  to  come : 
Ye  longing  souls,  the  grace  adore ; 
Oh  1  come,  there  yet  is  room. 

HYMN  225,  L.  M. 

BEHOLD  a  stranger  at  the  door  1 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before, 
Has  waited  long  —  is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  O  lovely  Visitor  1     He  stands 

With  melting  heart  and  bleeding  hands  : 
O  matchless  kindness,  for  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes  I 

3  But  will  He  prove  my  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need  ; 
The  Friend  of  sinners  —  yes,  'tis  He, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine  ; 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, 
That  soul-destroying  monster,  sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  \\\. 
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HYMN  226.  II.  6. 

COMB  unto  Christ,  ye  weary, 
And  He  will  give  you  rest; 
Like  the  belov'd  disciple, 

Come,  lean  upon  His  breast ; 
There,  free  from  every  sorrow, 
Come,  and  forget  your  care ; 
For  sin  shall  ne'er  overcome  you. 
Nor  grief  oppress  you  there.  . 

2  Hear  what  the  Lord  hath  spoken, 

Your  great,  unchanging  Friend, 
Whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken. 

Whose  love  shall  never  end  ; 
Whoe'er  my  word  receiving, 

Comes,  without  fear  or  doubt, 
Repenting  and  believing, 

"I  will  not  cast  him  out  I" 

3  Say  not,  ye  are  too  evil 

So  great  a  boon  to  crave ; 
'Twas  sinners,  not  the  righteous, 

He  stooped  from  heaven  to  save ; 
Then  come,  ye  heavy-laden ! 

From  all  your  sorrows  cease ; 
Come,  rest  upon  His  promise,     . 

Believe,  and  be  at  peace. 

HYMN  227.  P.  M. 

STRIVE,  for  the  way  is  strait 
In  which  the  Saviour  trod, 
And  narrow  is  tYv^  ^«A,^ 
That  leadetYi  up  \.o  ^o^ 
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Cut  off  th'  offending  hand, 

Pluck  out  th*  offending  eye ; 
Turn  ye  at  God's- command:    , 

Sinners,  why  will  ye  die  ? 

2  Strive,  for  there  are  but  few 

Who  find  the  living  way, 
And  why,  alas  I  will  you 

Still  blindly  go  astray? 
O,  shun  the  crowded  gate. 

Though  wide  it  seem  and  fair, 
'Twill  bring  you,  soon  or  late, 

To  anguish  and  despair. 

3  Strive,  ere  life's  setting  sun 

Shall  sink  in  thickest  gloom : 
Strive,  night  is  coming  on, 

Ye  hasten  to  the  tomb. 
Ask,  mercy  shall  be  given ; 

Seek,  as  for  hidden  gold; 
Knock,  and  the  Lord  of  heaven 

The  gates  will  wide  unfold. 

HYMN  228.  C.  M. 

COME,  sinner,  to  the  gospel  feast ; 
O,  come  without  delay; 
For  there  is  room  in  Jesus'  breast 
For  all  who  will  obey. 

2  There's  room  in  God's  eternal  love 
To  save  thj  precious  soul; 
Hoom  ID  the  Spirit's  grace  abo\e 
To  heal  and  make  thee  whoVe.. 
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3  There's  room  within  the  church  below 

For  that  dear  sonl  of  thine ; 
Room  'mid  the  white-robed  throng  that  know 
The  depths  of  lore  divine ! 

4  There's  room  in  heaven  with  those  that  hear 

Bright  harps  and  crowns  of  gold ; 
And  glorious  palms  of  victory  there, 
And  joys  that  ne'er  were  told. 

5  There's  room  aronnd  thy  Father's  board 

For  thee  and  thousands  more ; 
O,  come  and  welcome  to  the  Lord ; 
Believe  —  obey  —  adore  I 

HYMN  229.  P.  M. 

WE'RE  travelling  home  to  heaven  above. 
To  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love ; 
Millions  have  reached  that  blest  abode, 
Anointed  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
And  millions  more  are  on  the  rood: 
Will  you  go  ? 

2  We  haste  to  see  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
In  rapturous  strain  to  praise  His  name ; 
The  crown  of  life  we  there  shall  wear. 
The  conqueror's  palms  our  hands  shall  bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  we'll  share : 
Will  you  go  ? 

8  We  go  to  join  the  heavenly  choir. 
To  raise  our  voice  and  tune  the  lyre  j 
There  saints  and  angels  gladly  sing 
Hosanna  to  their  God  and  King, 
And  make  the  heavenly  arches  ring : 
^  Will  yo\x  go^ 
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I  Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  come. 
In  the  blest  house  there  still  is  room ; 
The  Lord  is  waiting  to  receive, 
If  thou  wilt  on  Him  now  believe, 
He  will  thy  troubled  soul  relieve: 
WiU  you  go  ? 


HYMN  280.  III.  8. 

"  liyrERCY,  O  Thou  Son  of  David  1 " 
JLVJL  Thus  blind  Bartimeus  prayed ; 

"  Others  by  Thy  word  are  saved, 
Now  to  me  afford  Thine  aid.'' 

2  None  to  Jesus'  feet  would  aid  him. 
But  he  calPd  the  louder  still ; 
Till  the  gracious  Saviour  bade  him 
"  Come,  and  ask  Me  what  you  wilL" 

8  **  Lord,  remove  this  grievous  blindness ; 
Let  my  eyes  behold  the  day  I " 
Straight  he  saw,  and,  won  by  kindness,  - 
Followed  Jesus  in  the  way. 

4  Oh  I  roethinks  I  hear  him  praising, 
Telling  forth  to  all  around : 
"  Friends,  is  not  the  grace  amazing  ? 
What  a  Saviour  I  have  found  I 

6  "  Oh  I  that  all  the  blind  but  knew  Him, 
And  would  be  advised  by  m^\ 
SareJjr  they  would  listen  to  "ELim, 
He  would  cause  them  aW  to  w^.^^ 
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COME,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepari 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer  ; 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Rise  and  ask  without  delay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring  ; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  sncl 
None  can  ever  ask  too  mnch. 

S  With  my  burden  I  begiu : 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  gnilt. 

4  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  thy  blood-bought  right  mail 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

5  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here. 

Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 
As  my  Gnide,  my  Guard,  my  Friei 
Lead  me  to  my  joarney's  end, 

6  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
Every  honr  my  strength  renew; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 

Let  me  die  T\iy  peo^iWa  A,e«^^ 
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HYMN  232.  0.  M. 

AUTHOR  of  good,  to  Thee^e  turn, 
To  Thee  for  help  we  fly; 
Thine  eye  can  all  oar  wants  discern. 
Thy  hand  alone  supply. 

2  O  let  Thy  fear  within  us  dwell, 

Thy  love  our  footsteps  guide; 
That  love  shall  all  vain  loves  expel, 
That  fear  all  fear  beside. 

3  And  since  by  passion's  force  subdued, 

Too  oft,  with  stubborn  will, 

We  blindly  shun  the  latent  good, 

And  grasp  the  specious  ill ; 

4  Not  to  our  wish,  but  to  our  want. 

Do  Thou  Thy  gifts  supply ; 
The  good,  unask'd,  in  mercy  grant. 
The  ill,  though  ask^d,  deny. 


HYMN  233.  L.  M. 

FROM  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  shed^ 
The  oi]  of  gladness  on  our  heads, 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  aNvee\.  \ 

Itw  the  blood-bongbt  mercy.sea\. 
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8  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend ; 
Though  sander'd  far,  by  faith  thej  meet 
Aroand  one  common  mercj-seat. 

4  Oh  !  let  mj  hand  forget  her  skill, 
My  tongae  be  silent,  cold,  and  still, 
This  boandmg  heart  forget  to  beat, 
Ere  I  forget  the  mercy-seat. 

5  There,  there,  on  eagle's  wings  we  soar, 
And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more  ; 

And  heaven  comes  down  onr  sonls  to  greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

HYMN  234.  P.  M. 

MY  spirit  longeth  for  Thee 
To  dwell  within  my  breast. 
Though  I  am  all  unworthy 
Of  so  divine  a  guest  I 

2  Of  so  divine  a  guest 

Unworthy  though  I  be; 
Yet  hath  my  heart  no  rest 
Until  it  come  to  Thee  I 

3  Until  it  come  to  Thee, 

In  vain  I  look  around; 
In  all  that  I  can  see 
No  rest  is  to  be  found. 

4  No  rest  is  to  be  found 

But  in  Thy  bleeding  love: 
Oh  I  let  my  wish  be  crown'd, 
And  send  it  from  q\^^^\ 
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HYMN  235.  L.  M. 

0  MIGHTY  is  the  power  of  prayer, 
The  promise  large  and  tme ; 
The  feeblest  heart  need  not  despair 
With  these  to  bear  it  through. 

2  Though  darkest  clouds  o'ercAst  the  skj, 

Though  deep  call  out  to  deep, 

Praj,  and  behold  the  Saviour  nigh, 

To  bless,  to  guide,  to  keep. 

3  Therefore  pray  always,  neyer  faint. 

Nor  deem  unheard  your  cry; 
The  feeblest  prayer  of  feeblest  saiat, 
Brings  answer  from  on  high. 

HYMN  236.  0.  M. 

LORD,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright. 
With  reverence  and  with  fear ; 
Though  dust  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight, 

We  may,  we  must  draw  near: 
We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer, 

Oh  1  grant  us  power  to  pray ; 
And,  when  to  meet  Thee  we  prepare. 
Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

2  Burden'd  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin. 
In  weakness,  want,  and  woe, 
Fightings  without,  and  fears  within. 

Lord,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 
Ck>d  of  all  grace,  we  bring  to  T\i^ 

TAe  broken,  contrite  heart: 
GirewbAt  Tbine  eye  delights  to  ^^^, 
Tratb  in  the  inward  part. 
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3  Give  deep  humility;  the  sense 

Of  godly  sorrow  give  ; 
A  strong  desiring  confidence 

To  see  Thy  face  and  live; 
Faith  in  the  only  sacrifice 

That  can  for  sin  atone, 
To  cast  our  hopes,  to  fix  our  eyes, 

On  Christ,  on  Christ  alone ; 

4"  Patience  to  watch,  and  wait,  and  wee,p, 

Though  mercy  long  delay; 
Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep, 

And  trust  Thee,  though  Thou  slay : 
Give  these,  and  then  Thy  will  be  done ; 

Thus  strengthened  with  all  might. 
We  by  Thy  Spirit,  through  Thy  Son, 

Shall  pray,  and  pray  aright. 

HYMN  237.  0.  M. 

WHAT  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat  I 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdrt 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight, 
Prayer  makes  the  GhYistian's  armour  bri 
And  Satan  trembles  ^V^uXi^  ^^«e^ 
The  weakest  saint  \xpoxv\v\^Vw««^ 
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rhile  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 
access  was  found  on  Israel's  side  ; 
ut  when  through  weariness  they  faiPd, 
hat  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 

[ave  you  no  words  ?    Ah  I  think  again, 
/"ords  flow  apace  when  you  cpmplain, 
.nd  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear, 
nth  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

iTere  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent, 
o  Heaven  in  supplication  sent, 
'our  cheerful  song  would  oft'ner  be, 
Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me." 


HYMN  238.  II.  3. 

Wrestling  Jacob.  —  Gunesis  xxxa.  24-32. 
PART    I. 

^OME,  O  Thou  Traveller  unknown, 
J  Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see  I 
ly  company  before  is  gone, 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  Thee  : 
nth  Thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay 
^nd  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am, 

My  misery  and  sin  declare  ; 
'hyself  hast  call'd  me  by  my  name. 

Look  on  Thj  hcands  and  read  \t  Wv^x^  \ 
at  who,  I  ask  Thee,  who  art  T^ow^l 
*llme  Thy  name  and  tell  me  no^. 
^  o 
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3  In  vain  Thon  strugglest  to  get  free, 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold ! 
Art  thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me  f 

The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  Name,  Thy  Nature  know. 

4  Wilt  Thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 

Thy  new,  unutterable  Nanie  ? 
Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  Thee,  tell, 

To  know  it  now,  resolv'd  I  am  : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  Name  and  Nature  know. 

5  What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long  ? 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain  : 

When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong  I 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-Man  prevail 

PAET  II. 

1  Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak ; 

But  confident  in  self-despair : 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak : 

Be  conquer'd  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  sh alt  move. 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  Name  is  Love. 

2  'Tis  Love  I  'tis  Love  I  Thou  diedst  for  me : 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart  I 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee. 

Pure,  universal  love  Thou  art : 
To  me,  to  all,  Thy  mercies  move,    - 
Thy  Nature  and  T\iy  '^ooi^  Sa  Iiq^^, 
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8  My  prayer  hath  power  with  God  :  the  grace 
Unspeakable  I  now  receive ; 
Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 

I  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  live  I 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove : 
Thy  Nature  and  Thy  Name  is  love. 

4  I  know  Thee,  Saviour,  who  Thou  art, 

Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  friend  : 
Nor  wilt  Thou  with  the  night  depart, 

But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end ; 
Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove ; 
Thy  Nature  and  Thy  Name  is  Love. 

5  The  Sun  of  Righteousness  on  me 

Hath  ris'n,  with  healing  in  His  wings ; 
Withered  my  nature's  strength,  from  Thee 

My  soul  its  life  and  succour  brings ; 
My  help  is  all  laid  up  above; 
Thy  Nature  and  Thy  Name  is  love. 

6  Contented  now  upon  my  thigh 

I  halt  till  life's  short  journey  end  ; 
All  helplessness,  all  weakness,  I 

On  Thee  alone  for  strength  depend ; 
Nor  have  I  power  from  Thee  to  move ; 
Thy  Nature  and  Thy  Name  is  Love. 

T  Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey ; 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'ercome ; 
I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way  •, 

And  as  a  bounding  hart  fty  \iom^  \ 
Tbroagb  all  eternity  to  pio^e^ 
Tbjr  Nature  and  Thy  Name  \»liO^^. 
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REPENTANCE. 

HYMN  239.  L,  M. 

SHOW  pity,  Lord ;  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live. 
Are  not  Thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  Thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  Thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  Thy  nature  hath  no  bound ; 
So  let  Thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  0  wash  ray  soul  from  every  sin. 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess, 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Thy  grace ; 

.  And  should  Thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  Thou  art  clear. 

6  Yet  save  the  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  Thy  wor« 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 

HYMN  240.  S.  M. 

OLORD,  how  vile  am  I, 
Unholy  and  unclean  1 
How  can  I  dare  to  venture  nigh 
With  such  a  load  of  sin  ? 
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2  Myself  can  hardly  bear 

This  wretched  heart  of  mine ; 
How  hateful  then  it  must  appear 
To  those  pure  eyes  of  Thine  I 

3  And  must  I  then  indeed 

Sink  in  despair  and  die? 
O  no,  since  Thou  didst  come  to  bleed 
For  such  a  wretch  as  I. 

4  That  blood  which  Thou  hast  spilt. 

That  grace  which  is  Thine  own, 
Can  cleanse  the  vilest  sinner's  guilt, 
And  soften  hearts  of  stone. 

6  Low  at  Thy  feet  I  bow: 
0,  pity  and  forgive ! 
llere  will  I  lie,  and  wait,  till  Thou 
Shalt  bid  me  rise,  and  live. 

HYMN  241.  III.  1. 

DEPTH  of  mercy  1  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 
Can  my  God  His  wrath  forbear  ? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  His  grace ; 
Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls ; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Kindled  His  relentings  are ; 
Me  He  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Now  my  Father's  mercies  move, 
Justice  lingers  into  love. 


DEAR  Sayiour,  when  my  thoughts  r 
The  wonders  of  Thy  grace, 
Low  at  Thy  feet  ashamed  I  fall, 
And  hide  this  wretched  face. 


2  Shall  love  like  Thine  be  thns  repaid  ? 

Ah,  vile,  ungrateful  heart  I 
By  earth's  low  cares  so  oft  betray'd, 
From  Jesus  to  depart. 

3  But  He  for  His  own  mercy's  sake, 

My  wandering  soul  restores ; 
He  bids  the  mourning  heart  partake 
The  pardon  it  implores. 

4  Oh,  while  I  breathe  to  Thee,  my  Lord, 

The  deep,  repentant  sigh, 
Confirm  the  kind,  forgiving  word, 


BXPENTANOS.  S16 

HYMN  243.  III.  1. 

DOES  the  Gospel  word  proclaim 
Rest  for  those  that  weary  be  ? 
Then,  mj  soul,  pat  in  thj  claim, 

Sare  that  promise  speaks  to  thee : 
Marks  of  grace  I  cannot  show, 

All  polluted  is  my  best; 
But  I  weary  am,  I  know, 
And  the  weary  long  for  rest. 

2  Burdened  with  a  load  of  sin, 

Harassed  with  tormenting  doubt, 
Hourly  conflicts  from  within, 

Hourly  crosses  from  without'; 
All  my  little  strength  is  gone, 

Sink  I  must  without  supply; 
Sure  upon  the  earth  there's  none 

Can  more  weary  be  than  I. 

8  In  the  ark  the  roving  dove 

Found  a  welcome  resting-place ; 
Thus  my  spirit  longs  to  prove 

Rest  in  Christ,  the  Ark  of  grace. 
Tempest-toss'd  I  long  have  been, 

And  the  flood  increases  fast; 
Open,  Lord,  and  take  me  in. 

Till  the  storm  be -overpast  I 

HYMN  244.  0.  M 

PROSTRATE,  dear  Jesus  I  at  Thy  feet 
A  guilty  rebel  lies ; 
And  upward  to  the  mercy-seat, 
Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 
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2  If  tears  of  sorrow  would  suffice 

To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 
Tears  should  from  out  my  weeping  eyes 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. 

3  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 

To  expiate  my  guilt; 
No  tears,  but  those  which  Thou  hast  shed, 
No  blood,  but  Thou  hast  spilt. 

4  Think  of  Thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord  1 

And  all  my  sins  forgive ; 
Justice  will  well  approve  the  word 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 

HYMN  245.  L.  M. 

MY  God,  when  at  Thy  throne  I  bend, 
And  humbly  sue  for  mercy  there, 
For  me  behold  the  sinner's  Friend, 
And  for  His  sake  receive  my  prayer. 

2  Remember  not  my  shame  and  guilt. 
My  thousand  stains  of  deepest  dye  ; 
Think  of  the  blood  which  Jesus  spilt, 
And  let  that  blood  my  pardon  buy. 

8  Remember  not  my  doubts  and  fears. 
My  strivings  with"  Thy  grace  divine  ; 
Think  upon  Jesus'  woes  and  tears. 
And  let  His  merits  stand  for  mine. 

4  No  claim,  no  worth,  O  Lord,  I  plead  : 
Thy  free  unbounded  grace  I  crave ; 
And  oh  !  if  great  my  guilt  and  need,  - 
The  greater,  Lord,  Thy  g:race  to  sare. 
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HYMX  246.  11. 3. 

WEARY  of  wandering  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 
I  hear,  and  bow  me  to  the  rod : 

Yet  not  in  hopeless  grief  I  mourn ; 
I  have  an  Advocate  above, 
A  Friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 

2  0  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  sin. 
Yet  once  again  I  seek  Thy  face. 

Open  Thine  arms  and  take  me  in  I 
O  Lord,  my  sore  backslidings  heal. 
And  all  Thy  quenchless  love  reveal. 

3  Thou  know'st  my  bands  of  sin  to  break. 

My  fallen  spirit  to  restore ; 
O,  for  Thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake. 

Forgive,  and  bid  me  sin  no  more  : 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair, 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prayer. 


HYMN  247.  C.  M. 

THE  winds  were  howling  o'er  the  deep, 
Each  wave  a  watery  hill; 
The  Saviour  wakened  from  his  sleep : 
He  spake,  and  all  was  still. 

2  The  madman  in  a  tomb  had  made 
His  mansion  of  despair ; 
Woe  to  the  traveller  who  stray 'd 
With  heedless  footsteps  there. 
19 
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3  He  met  that  glance  so  thrilling  sweet, 
He  heard  those  accents  mild ; 
And  melting  at  Messiah's  feet^ 
Wept  like  a  weaned  child. 


4  Oh,  madder  than  the  raying  man  I 
Oh,  deafer  than  the  seal 
How  long  the  time  since  Christ  began 
To  call  in  vain  to  me  I 


6  Yet  could  I  hear  him  once  again, 
As  I  have  heard  of  old, 
Methinks  He  shoald  not  call  in  vain 
His  wanderer  to  the  fold. 


FAITH. 

HYMN  248.  P.  M. 

A  MOUNTAIN  fastness  is  our  God, 
On  which  our  souls  are  planted  : 
And  though  the  fierce  foe  rage  abroad 
Our  hearts  are  nothing  daunted. 
What  though  he  beset. 
With  weapon  and  net, 
Array 'd  in  death -strife  ? 
In  God  are  help  and  life: 
He  is  our  sword  and  armour. 
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2  By  onr  own  might  we  nought  can  do ; 
To  trust  it  were  sure  losing ; 
For  us  must  fight  the  Bight  and  Trne, 
The  Man  of  God's  own  choosing. 
Dost  ask  for  His  name  f 
Christ  Jesus  we  claim ; 
The  Lord  God  of  Hosts ; 
The  only  God :  —  vain  boasts 
Of  others  fall  before  Him. 

3  What  though  the  troops  of  Satan  filPd 

The  world  with  hostile  forces  ? 
Wen  then  our  fears  should  all  be  stilPd : 

In  God  are  our  resources. 
The  world  and  its  king 
No  terrors  can  bring : 
Their  threats  are  no  worth  : 
Their  doom  is  now  gone  forth  : 

A  single  word  can  quell  them. 

4  God's  Word  through  all  shall  have  free  sway, 

And  ask  no  man's  permission : 
The  Spirit  and  His  gifts  convey 
Strength  to  defy  perdition. 

The  body  to  kill, 

Wife,  children,  at  will. 

The  wicked  have  power  : 

Yet  lasts  it  but  an  hour  1 
The  Kingdom's  ours  forever  I 

HYMN  249.  L.  M. 

WHO  shall  the  Lord's  elect  cot\d^TSiii1 
'Tjs  God  that  justifies  thek  soxiV^, 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream, 
O'er  aU  their  aim  divinely  rolla. 
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2  Who  shall  adjudge  His  saints  to  hell  ? 

'Tis  Christ  that  suffered  in  their  stead ; 
And  their  infernal  foes  to  quell, 
Behold  Him  rising  from  the  dead ! 

3  He  lives  I  He  lives  I  and  sits  above, 

Forever  interceding  there, 
Who  shall  divide  us  from  His  love  ? 
Or  what  shall  tempt  us  to  despair  ? 

4  Shall  persecution,  or  distress, 

Famine,  or  sword,  or  nakedness  ? 
He  that  hath  lov'd  us,  bears  us  through. 
And  makes  us  more  than  conquerors  too. 

6  Faith  hath  an  overcoming  power, 
It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour ; 
Christ  is  our  life,  our  hope,  our  joy, 
Nor  death  nor  hell  can  us  destroy. 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 

Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  powers  below. 
Shall  cause  His  mercy  to  remove. 
Or  separate  us  from  His  love. 

HYMN  250,  L.  M. 

JESUS,  Thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 
'Midst  flaming  worlds  in  these  array'd 
^With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

2  When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise 
To  take  my  mansion  in  the  skies, 
£'en  then  shall  this  be  all  my  plea, 
"Jesus  hath  lived  aiid  di^diot  me," 
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3  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears 
When  ruin'd  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue ; 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 


4  Oh  I  let  the  dead  now  hear  Thy  voice ; 
Bid,  Lord,  Thy  banished  ones  rejoice : 
Our  beauty  this,  our  glorious  dress, 
Jesus,  the  Lord,  our  Righteousness. 


HYMN  251.  L.  M. 

NO  more,  my  Qod,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  ; 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  Thy  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  His  name, 

What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  loss  ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame. 
And  nail  my  glory  to  His  cross. 

3  Yes  ;  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 

All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake : 
O  may  my  soul  be  found  in  Hira, 
And  of  His  righteousness  partake  1 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  before  TYiy  ttvtow^^ 
Bat  faith  can  answer  Thy  dematYd^, 
Byj,leading  what  my  Lord  Ws  «low%. 
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HYMN  262.  L.  M. 

JESUS,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone; 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way  till  Him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment ; 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 

I'll  go,  for  all  His  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  moum'd  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden  long  has  been, 
In  that  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

4  The  more  I  strove  with  sin,  the  more 
I  felt  the  guilty  weight  I  bore. 

Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way." 

5  Lo  I  glad  I  come ;  and  Thou,  blest  Lamb  I 
Shalt  take  me,  for  Thine  own  I  am  I 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, 
Nothing  but  love  can  me  receive. 


HYMN  253.  H.  3. 

THOU  hidden  Source  of  calm  repose, 
Thou  all-sufficient  love  divine, 
My  help  and  refuge  from  my  foes, 

Secure  I  am  while  Thou  art  mine : 
And  lo  I  from  sin,  and  grief,  and  shame, 
I  hide  me,  Jesias,  la  ^lYi^  \i%xivft. 


FAITH. 

2  Jesus,  my  all  in  all  Thou  art ; 

My  rest  in  toil,  my  ease  in  pain ; 
The  balm  to  heal  my  broken  heart ; 

In  war,  my  peace ;  in  loss,  my  gain  ; 
My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  frown ; 
In  shame,  my  glory  and  my  crown. 

3  In  want,  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  my  almighty  power ; 
In  bonds,  my  perfect  liberty ; 

My  light,  in  Satan's  darkest  hour ; 
My  joy,  when  coming  griefs  appal ; 
My  life  in  death,  my  all  in  all. 

HYMN  254.  II.  4. 

JESUS,  at  Thy  command, 
I  launch  into  the  deep. 
And  leave  my  native  land, 
Where  sin  lulls  all  to  sleep. 
For  thee  I  would  the  world  resign, 
And  sail  to  heaven  with  Thee  and  Thine. 

2  Thou  art  my  pilot  wise. 

My  compass  is  Thy  word : 
My  soul  each  storm  defies. 

While  I  have  such  a  Lord; 
ni  trust  Thy  faithfulness  and  power 
To  save  me  in  the  trying  hour. 

3  Though  rocks  and  quicksands  deep 

Through  all  my  passage  lie, 
Yet  Christ  will  safely  keepi 
And  guide  me  with  His  e^^; 
Mjr  anchor,  hope,  shall  firm  aUde, 
And  I  shall  ev'ry  storm  outride. 
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4  And,  if  becalm'd  I  lie, 

And  storms  forbear  to  toss, 
Be  Thou,  O  Lord,  still  nigh, 

Lest  I  should  suffer  loss; 
For  more  the  treacherous  calm  I  dread, 
Than  tempests  bursting  o'er  my  head. 

5  By  faith  I  see  the  land. 

The  port  of  endless  rest ; 
My  soul,  thy  sails  expand. 
And  fly  to  Jesus'  breast  I 

0  may  I  reach  the  heavenly  shore 
Where  winds  and  waves  affright  no  more. 

HYMN  255.  II.  L 

OTHOU  who  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith 
Wilt  Thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death, 
That  casts  itself  on  Thee  ? 

1  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 

But  fly  to  what  my  God  hath  done, 
And  suffered  ev'n  for  me. 

2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  His  availing  blood; 
That  righteousness  my  robe  shall  be. 
That  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 

8  Then  save  me  from  eternal  death. 
The  Spirit  of  adoption  breathe. 

His  consolations  send ; 
By  Him  some  woxd  o^  \\^^  \m^^T>j,, 
A,Dd  sweetly  whisper  to  m^  \v^«^t\,, 
"  Thy  Maker  is  thy  I^tV^wO..^^ 
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4  The  king  of  terrors  then  would  be 
A  welcome  messenger  to  me, 

To  bid  me  come  away; 
Unloosed  from  earth,  and  earthly  things, 
I'd  mount,  I'd  fly,  with  eager  wings, 

To  everlasting  day. 


HYMN  256.  C.  M. 

HEALEK  Divine,  0  hear  our  prayer ; 
We  wait  to  feel  Thy  touch ; 
Sin-wounded  souls  to  Thee  repair. 
And,  Saviour,  we  are  such. 

2  Our  faith  is  feeble,  we  confess  ; 

Feebly  we  trust  Thy  word ; 
But  wilt  Thou  pity  us  the  less  ? 
Be  that  far  from  Thee,  Lord. 

3  Him  Thou  didst  hear  who  once  applied, 

With  trembling  for  relief: 
"  Lord,  I  believe,"  with  tears  he  cried ; 
"Help  Thou  mine  unbelief." 

4  She  who  to  touch  Thee,  in  the  press. 

Trembling  behind  Thee  stole. 
Was  answer'd,  "  Daughter,  go  in  peace. 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole." 

6  Like  these,  with  hopes  and  fears  we  pray 
To  hear  the  gracious  word; 
OA I  give  ua  faith,  nor  send  away 
One  soul  nnheaVd,  dear  Lord. 
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HYMN  257.  II.  3. 

OLOVE,  thou  fathomless  abyss  I 
My  sins  are  swallow'd  up  in  Thee ; 
Cover'd  is  my  unrighteousness  ; 

Nor  spot  of  guilt  remains  on  me. 
While  Jesus'  blood,  through  earth  and  skies, 
Mercy  —  free,  boundless  mercy  —  cries. 

2  Fix'd  on  this  ground  will  I  remain, 

Though  heart  may  fail,  and  flesh  decay ; 

This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain, 
When  earth's  foundations  melt  away ; 

Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove, 

Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

HYMN  258.  II.  3. 

PEACE,  doubting  heart,  my  God's  I  am; 
Who  form'd  me  man  forbids  my  fear ; 
The  Lord  hath  call'd  me  by  my  name ; 

The  Lord  protects,  forever  near : 
His  blood  for  me  did  once  atone, 
And  still  He  loves  and  guards  His  own. 

2  When  passing  through  the  watery  deep, 

By  Him  I  trust  me  to  be  led ; 
The  waves  an  awful  distance  keep. 

And  shrink  from  my  devoted  head : 
Fearless  their  violence  I  dare  ; 
They  cannot  harm,  for  God  is  there  I 

3  To  Him  mine  eye  of  faith  I  turn, 

And  through  the  fire  pursue  my  way ; 
The  fire  forgets  its  power  to  bum, 

The  lambent  Barnes  around  me  play ; 
J  own  His  powei,  ace^\>\.  \)[v^  «i\ga. 
And  joy  to  proYe  tVve  ^aV\o\a  xcmv^. 
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HYMN  259.  C.  M. 

FOREVER  here  ray  rest  shall  be, 
Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side ; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 
"For  me  the  Saviour  died." 

2  My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin. 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  Thine  own ; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  Thou  art: 
Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 
My  hands,  my  head,  ray  heart. 

4  Th'  atonement  of  Thy  blood  apply, 

Till  faith  to  sight  improve; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die. 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 


HYMN  260.  S.  M. 

NOW  to  thine  altar.  Lord, 
A  broken  heart  I  bring, 
And  wilt  Thou  graciously  accept 
Of  such  a  worthless  thing  ? 

2  To  Christ,  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
My  faith  directs  her  ey^^*, 
All  other  offerings  are  \a\i\, 
But  not  His  sacrifice. 
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3  That  moment  He  expired, 
The  law  was  satisfied, 
And  now  to  its  severest  curse 
I  answer,  "Jesus  died.'- 

HYMN  261.  P.  M. 

JESUS,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me  I 
For  I  am  weary  and  opprest ; 
I  come  to  cast  myself  on  Thee ; 
Thou  art  my  Rest. 

2  Look  down  on  me,  for  I  am  weak ; 

I  feel  the  toilsome  journey's  length ; 
Thine  aid  omnipotent  I  seek; 
Thou  art  my  Strength. 

3  I  am  bewildered  on  my  way ; 

Dark  and  tempestuous  is  the  night ; 
Oh  I  shed  Thou  forth  some  cheering  ray ; 
Thou  art  my  Light 

4  I  hear  the  storms  aroUnd  me  rise. 

But,  when  I  dread  th'  impending  shock, 
My  spirit  to  her  refuge  flies ; 
Thou  art  my  Rock. 

6  When  the  accuser  flings  his  darts, 
I  look  to  Thee  —  my  terrors  cease  ; 
Thy  cross  a  hiding-place  imparts ; 
Thou  art  my  Peace. 

6  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink. 
In  that  tremendous,  latest  strife, 
Thou  wilt  not  suflFer  me  to  sink ; 
Thou  art  my  Life. 
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T  Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply, 
Even  to  the  end,  whatever  befall ; 
Through  life,  in  death,  eternally, 
Thou  art  my  All. 

HYMN  262.  P.  M. 

"Him  that  comcth  unto  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 

JUST  as  I  am  —  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

2  Just  as  I  am  —  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot  — 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

3  Just  as  I  am  —  though  tossed  about 
"With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
With  fears  within,  and  foes  without  — 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind  — 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

5  Just  as  I  am.  Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe  — 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 
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6  Jnst  as  I  am  —  thy  love  unknown, 
Has  broken  every  ^barrier  down  : 
Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, , 
O  Lamb  of  Qod,  I  come. 


HOPE. 

HYMN  263.  II.  1. 

OH  come,  my  partners  in  distress, 
My  comrades  in  the  wilderness. 
Who  bear  your  burdens  still ; 
Awhile  forget  your  griefs  and  fears. 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
To  that  celestial  hill. 

2  Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  and  space, 
Look  forward  to  that  heavenly  place. 

The  saints'  secure  abode; 
On  faith's  strong  eagle  pinions  rise. 
And  force  your  passage  to  the  skies. 

And  scale  the  mount  of  Qod. 

3  Who  suffer  with  our  Master  here. 
We  shall  before  his  face  appear, 

And  by  his  side  sit  down: 
To  patient  faith  the  prize  is  sure ; 
And  all  that  to  the  end  endure 

The  cross,  shall  wear  the  crown. 

HYMN  264.  S.  M. 

THY  way  is  in  the  sea; 
Thy  paths  we  cannot  trace ; 
Nor  solve,  0  Lord,  the  mystery 
Of  Thy  unbounded  gtacft. 
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2  Here  the  dark  veils  of  sense 

Onr  captive  souls  sarround; 
Mysterioas  deeps  of  providence 
Our  wondering  thoughts  confound. 

3  As  through  a  glass  we  see 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love ; 
How  little  do  we  know  of  Thee, 
Or  of  the  joys  above  I 

4  In  part  we  know  Thy  will, 

And  bless  Thee  for  the  sight: 
Soon  will  Thy  love  the  rest  reveal 
In  glory's  clearer  light. 

6  With  joy  shall  we  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 
And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
And  see  Thee  face  to  face. 

HYMN  265.  L.  M. 

OZION,  when  we  muse  on  thee, 
We  long  for  pinions  like  the  dove ; 
And  mourn  to  think  that  we  should  be 
So  distant  from  the  land  we  love. 

2  While  here  we  walk  on  hostile  ground, 

The  few  that  we  can  call  our  friends 
Are,  like  ourselves,  with  fetters  bound ; 
And  weariness  our  steps  attends. 

3  But  yet,  we  hope  to  see  the  day 

When  Zion's  children  shall  return  ; 
When  all  our  griefs  shall  pass  away, 
And  we  no  more  again  BhaW  mo^xtL. 
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4  The  thoaght  that  sach  a  day  shall  come 
Makes  e'en  the  captive's  portion  sweet ; 
Though  now  we  wander  far  from  home. 
In  Zion,  soon  we  all  shall  meet. 

HYMN  266.  L.  M. 

WHAT  sinners  value  I  resign ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  Thou  art  mine; 
I  shall  behold  Thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere  : 
When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there  ? 

3  0  glorious  hour  I   0  blest  abode  I 
I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God, 
And  flesh  and  sense  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

■ 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  surprise. 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 

HYMN  267.  0.  M. 

GOD  I  my  supporter  and  my  hope, 
My  help  forever  near, 
Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up, 
When  sinking  iu  de^^avc. 
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2  Thy  counsels,  Lord  !  shall  pjuide  my  feet 
Through  all  this  desert  place ; 
Thy  hand  conduct  me  near  Thy  seat, 
To  dwell  before  Thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heaven  without  my  God, 
'Twould  be  no  joy  to  me ; 
And  while  this  earth  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  Thee. 

4  What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke, 

And  flesh  and  heart  should  faint  ? 
Qod  is  my  souPs  eternal  rock, 
The  strength  of  every  saint. 

5  Tea,  to  draw  near  to  Thee,  my  God  1 

Shall  be  my  sweet  employ : 
My  tongue  shall  sound  Thy  works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy. 

HYMN  268.  P.  M. 

SOON  and  forever  I 
Such  promise  our  trust. 
Though  ashes  to  ashes. 
And  dust  unto  dust. 
Soon  and  forever  , 

Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee. 
When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o'er ; 

Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Remembered  no  more  • 
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When  life  cannot  fail, 

And  when  death  cannot  sever, 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be. 

Soon  and  forever. 

2  Soon  and  forever 

The  breaking  of  day 
Shall  drive  all  the  night-clouds 

Of  sorrow  away. 
Soon  and  forever, 

We'll  see  as  we're  seen, 
And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been ; 
When  fightings  without  us, 

And  fears  from  within. 
Shall  weary  no  more 

In  the  warfare  of  sin. 
Where  tears  and  where  fears, 

And  where  death  shall  be  never, 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

Soon  and  forever. 

HYMN  269.  II.  1. 

OH,  glorious  hope  of  perfect  love  I 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above ; 
It  bears  on  eagles'  wings ; 
It  gives  my  ravish'd  soul  a  taste. 
And  makes*  me  for  a  moment  feast 
With  Christ,  His  priests,  and  kings. 

2  Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope 
I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain-top 

See  all  the  land  below; 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  Paradise 
Id  endless  plenty  gxow  \ 
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3  A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Favour'd  with  God's  peculiar  smile, 

With  ev'ry  blessing  blest; 
There  dwells  the  Lord  our  righteousness, 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace, 

And  everlasting  rest. 

HYMN  270.  C.  M. 

MY  Saviour,  on  the  word  of  truth, 
In  earnest  hope  I  live  I 
I  ask  for  all  the  precious  things 

Thy  boundless  love  can  give, 
I  look  for  many  a  lesser  light 

About  my  path  to  shine ; 
But  chiefly  long  to  walk  with  Thee, 
And  only  trust  in  Thine. 

2  Thou  knowest  that  I  am  not  blest 

As  Thou  would'st  have  me  be, 
Till  all  the  peace  and  joy  of  faith 

Possess  my  soul  in  Thee; 
And  still  I  seek  'mid  many  fears, 

With  yearnings  unexpress'd, 
Tlie  comfort  of  Thy  strengthening  love, 

Thy  soothing,  settling  rest. 

3  It  is  not  as  Thou  wilt  with  me 

Till,  humbled  in  the  dust, 
I  know  no  place  in  all  my  heart 

Wherein  to  put  my  trust. 
Until  I  find,  O  Lord  I  in  Thee, 

The  lowly  and  the  meek. 
That  fulness  which  Thy  own  redeemed 

Go  nowhere  else  to  seek. 
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4  Then,  O  my  Saviour !  on  my  soul, 

Cast  down  but  not  dismayed, 
Still  be  Thy  chastening,  healing  hand 

In  tender  mercy  laid : 
And  while  I  wait  for  all  Thy  joys 

My  yearning  heart  to  fill. 
Teach  me  to  walk  and  work  with  Thee, 

And  at  Thy  feet  sit  still. 

HYMN  271.  S.  M. 

GIVE  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 
Hope,  and  be  undismayed ; 
God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears, 

God  shall  lift  up  thy  head ; 
Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms, 

He  gently  clears  thy  way; 
Wait  thou  His  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

2  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart? 

Still  is  thy  spirit  faint? 
Cast  off  the  weight, — let  fear  depart, 

Each  care  and  each  complaint. 
What  though  thou  rulest  not. 

Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell, 
Proclaim, —  God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 

And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

3  Leave  to  His  sovereign  sway 

To  choose  and  to  command : 
So  shalt  thou,  wondering,  own  His  way. 

How  wise,  how  strong  His  hand  1 
Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
When  fully  He  the  work  hath  wrought 
Tb&t  caus'd  thy  need\ea%  ^^«^x. 
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HYMN  272.  C.  M. 

JESUS  I  the  very  thought  of  Thee 
With  sweetness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  I 

3  O  hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

0  joy  of  all  the  meek, 

To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art  1 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  I 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?     Ah  I  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus  I  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  shalt  be ; 
Jesus  I  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 

HYMN  273.  C.  M. 

MY  God,  I  love  Thee  I  not  because 
I  hope  for  heaven  thereby : 
Nor  yet  because,  if  I  love  not 

1  must  forever  die. 
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2  Bat,  O  my  Jesns,  Thon  didst  me 

Upon  the  cross  embrace : 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails  and  spe 
And  manifold  disgrace ; 

3  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless 

And  sweat  of  agony ; 
E'en  death  itself;  and  all  for  one 
Who  was  thine  enemy. 

*  4  Then  why,  0  blessed  Jesu  Christ ! 
Should  I  not  love  Thee  well; 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  heaven 
Or  of  escaping  hell ; 

5  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  augh 

Not  seeking  a  reward; 
But,  as  Thyself  Hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord  1 

6  E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love, 

And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing  ; 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God, 
And  my  eternal  King. 

HYMN  274.  G. 

HOW  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  S' 
In  a  believer's  ear  I 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wo 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  tbe  tT0\\\A^^\5it^«.%\.\ 
^Tis  manna  to  tVve  \i^wisrj  %o\s\. 
And  for  the  w^axy,  Tft«X. 
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3  Dear  Name  I  the  rock  on  which  I  baild, 
My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
M^y  never-failing  treasury  filPd 
^ith  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  By  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain. 
Although  with  sin  defiPd ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain, 
And  I  am  own'd  a  child. 

8  Jesus  !  my  Shepherd,  Guardian,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

^  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought : 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

» .  Till  then,  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim, 
With  every  fleeting  breath; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

HYMN  275.  III.  1. 

HARK  I  my  soul  I  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour — hear  His  word ; 
^lesns  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
* '  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ?  " 

^    *'I  deliver'd  thee  when  bound. 

And  when  hleeding,  heaPd  tTiy  wo\m4.\ 
Sought  thde  Trandering,  set  ttvee  T\%\iX., 
Tarn'd  tbjr  darkness  into  lig\it. 
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3  "  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  "Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  My  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner  I  lov'st  thou  Me  ?" 

6  Lord  I  it  is  my  chief  complaint. 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint; 
Yet  I  love  Thee,  and  adore ; 

Oh  I  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more. 

HYMN  276.  II.  3. 

THOU  hidden  love  of  God,  whose  height. 
Whose  depth  unfathom'd,  no  man  knows, 
I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light ; 

Inly  I  sigh  for  Thy  repose : 
My  heart  is  pain'd,  nor  can  it  be 
At  rest,  till  rest  it  find  in  Thee. 

2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun. 

That  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  share  ? 
Ah,  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone, 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there  ; 
Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be*ft'ee, 
When  it  hath  found  repose  in  Thee. 
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hide  this  self  from  me,  that  I 
No  more,  but  Christ  in  me,  may  live ; 
f  vile  affections  crucify, 
Nor  let  one  darling  lust  survive ; 
all  things,  nothing  may  I  see, 
)thing  desire  or  seek,  bat  Thee. 

Love,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart. 
To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care  ; 
lase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart, 
l^lirough  all  its  latent  mazes  there  ; 
ake  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I, 
iaseless^  may  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

ich  moment  draw  from  earth  away 
My  heart  that  lowly  waits  Thy  call ; 
jeak  to  my  inmost  soul  and  say, 
I  am  Thy  love.  Thy  God,  Thy  all  I 
3  feel  Thy  power,  to  hear  Thy  voice, 
0  taste  Thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 


HYMN  277.  CM. 

DO  not  I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord  ? 
Behold  my  heart  and  see ; 
And  turn  ea<!h  hateful  idol  out. 
That  dares  to  rival  Thee. 


Do  not  I  love  Thee,  from  my  soul  ? 

'  Then  let  me  nothing  love : 
Dead  be  my  heart  to  every  joy 
When  Jesus  cannot  move. 
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3  Is  not  Thy  name  melodious  still 

To  mine  attentive  ear  ? 
Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bound. 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  ? 

4  Hast  Thou  a  lamb  in  all  Thy  flock, 

I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 
Hast  Thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 
I  fear  Thy  cause  to  plead? 

5  Would  not  my  ardent  spirit  vie 

With  angels  round  the  throne, 
To  execute  Thy  sacred  will 
And  make  Thy  glory  known  ? 

6  Thou  knowest,  yea,  Thou  knowest.  Lord ; 

Yet,  oh  I  I  long  to  soar 
Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joy. 
And  learn  to  love  Thee  more. 


HYMN  278,  III.  3. 

LOYE  Divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Live  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 
All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation. 
Enter  every  longing  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh  I  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  ttowW^^  Vst^«i&t  I 
Let  us  all  TVvy  pea.e^  yd^iotJs,, 
Liet  us  find  T\iy  ^To\ms.^^  t^a^ 
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Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thine  host  above ; 

Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 
Glory  in  Thy  boundless  love. 

Finish,  then,  Thy  new  creation, 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 
Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee. 
Changed  from  glory  unto  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  our  songs  we  raise ; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

HYMN  279.  IL  1. 

OLO YE  Divine,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 
All  taken  up  in  Thee? 
I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  Love, 
The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable; 

The  first-bom  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery. 

The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height 

God  only  knows^  the  love  of  God ; 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 
In  this  poor  stony  heart  \ 
"For  this  I  sigh ;  for  Thee  1  pm^  •, 
nis  oDly  portion,  Lord,  be  mm^, 
Be  mine  the  better  parti 
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4  0  might  I  ever  have  my  seat, 
Like  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this. 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  ! 

5  O  that  I  could,  with  favor'd  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ; 
Prom  caro,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  0  Lord  I  to  find  in  Thee 

My  everlasting  rest! 


HYMN  280.  L.  M. 

GOD  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall  sound  Thy  praise 
The  song  shall  wake  with  opening  light, 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 

2  When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest. 
And  griefs  would  tear  my  throbbing  breast, 
Thy  tuneful  praises,  rais'd  on  high, 

Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 

3  When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail, 
And  all  its  powers  of  language  fail, 

Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break. 
And  look  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

4  But  oh  I  when  that  last  conflict's  o'er, 
And  I  am  chain'd  to  flesh  no  more, 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise. 
To  join  the  mw^Vc  o^  t\vft  akies  1 
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5  The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give, 
Long  as  a  deathless  sonl  can  live  ; 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high, 
Demands  and  crowns  eternity  1 


HYMN  281.  C.  M. 

JESUS  I  I  love  Thy  charming  name, 
Tis  music  to  mine  ear; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  Yes  I  Thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust ; 
Jewels,  to  Thee,  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish, 

In  Thee  doth  richly  meet; 
Not  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart. 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there ; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds. 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

6  111  speak  the  honors  of  Thy  name, 
With  my  last  laboring  breath ; 
Then  speechless  rest  me  in  Thine  arms, 
And  find  my  life  in  death. 
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HYMN  282.  S.  M. 

My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love, 
To  Thee,  to  Thee  I  call ; 
I  cannot  live  if  Thou  remove, 
For  Thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 

This  dungeon  where  I  dwell ; 
'Tis  paradise  when  Thou  art  here ; 
If  Thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

• 

3  To  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss ; 
They  sit  around  Thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

4  Not  all  the  harps  above 

Can  make  a  heavenly  place, 
If  God  His  presence  but  remove. 
Or  but  conceal  His  face. 


5  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky. 

Can  one  delight  afford. 
No,  not  a  ray  to  cheer  mine  eye. 
Without  Thy  light,  O  Lord. 

6  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love. 

Where  all  my  pleasures  roll; 
The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  centre  of  my  soul. 
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HYMN  283.  III.  1. 

&REAT  High-priest,  who  deign'dst  to  be 
Once  the  sacrifice  for  me, 
Take  this  living  heart  of  mine, 
Lay  it  on  Thy  holy  shrine. 

Love,  I  know,  accepteth  nought. 
Save  what  Thou,  O  Love,  hast  wrought ; 
Offer  Thou  my  sacrifice. 
Else  to  God  it  cannot  rise. 

Slay  in  me  the  wayward  will, 
Barthly  sense  and  passion  kill ; 
Tear  self-love  from  out  my  heart, 
Let  me  choose  the  better  part. 

Mighty  Love,  the  flame  inspire, 
Quick  consume  me  in  Thy  fire ; . 
Pain  were  I  of  self  bereft. 
Naught  but  Thee  within  me  left. 


HYMN  284.  C.  M. 

OUR  God  is  love ;  and  all  His  saints 
His  image  bear  below; 
The  heart  with  love  to  God  inspired 
With  love  to  man  will  glow. 

O  may  we  love  each  other,  Lord, 
As  we  are  loved  of  Thee  1 

For  none  are  truly  bom  of  God, 
Who  live  in  enmity. 
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3  Heirs  of  the  same  immortal  bliss. 

Our  hopes  and  fears  the  same, 
The  cords  of  love  our  hearts  shall  join, 
The  law  of  love  inflame. 

4  So  shall  the  vain  contentious  world 

Our  peaceful  lives  approve ; 
And,  wondering  say,  as  they  of  old, 
"  See  how  these  Christians  love." 


PRAISE. 

HYMN  285.  C.  M. 

COME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongaes, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  '*  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

*'To  be  exalted  thus;" 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 
**For  He  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine; 
And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 

And  air,  find  earth,  and  seas. 
Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 
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5  The  whole  creation  join  m  one. 
To  bless  the  glorious  Name 
Of  Him  that  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

HYMN  286.  0.  M. 

ALL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  I 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  the  Altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  all. 

3  Hail  Him,  the  Heir  of  David's  line, 

Whom  David,  Lord  did  call ; 
The  God  incarnate  I  Man  divine  I 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  all. 

4  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransom'd  from  the  fall, 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  all. 

5  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget. 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet. 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  all. 

6  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  a\\. 
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7  Oh,  that  with  yonder  shining  throng, 
We  at  His  feet  may  fall ; 
Join  in  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  —  Lord  of  alL 


HYMN  287.  L.  M 

MY  God,  my  King,  thy  yarions  pn 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  dayt 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue 
Till  glory  wake  a  loftier  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear ; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty,  done  for  Thee. 

3  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  blest  succession  of  Thy  praise, 
And  unborn  ages  still  prolong 
The  joy  and  burden  of  the  song. 

4  But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  de 
Thy  greatness  all  my  thoughts  excee< 
Vast  and  unsearchable  thy  ways, 
Yast  and  immortal  be  Thy  praise. 


HYMN  288.  IIL  I 

ALLELUIA  I  best  and  sweetest 
Of  the  hymns  of  praise  above  ! 
Alleluia  I  thou  repeatest, 
Angel  host,  these  notes  of  love  I 

This  ye  utter 
While  your  goldeu  harps  ye  move. 
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2  Alleluia  I  charch  yictorious, 
Join  the  concert  of  the  sky  I 
AUelnial  bright  and  glorious, 

Lift,  ye  saints,  this  strain  on  high  I 

We  poor  exiles 
Join  not  yet  your  melody. 

8  Alleluia  I  strains  of  gladness 

Suit  not  souls  with  anguish  torn  : 
Alleluia  I  sounds  of  sadness 
Best  become  our  state  forlorn : 

Our  offences 
We  with  bitter  tears  must  mourn. 

4  But  our  earnest  supplication, 
Holy  God,  we  raise  to  Thee ; 
"Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation. 
Make  us  all  Thy  joys  to  see  I 

'  Alleluia  I 
Ours  at  length  this  strain  shall  be  I 

HYMN  289.  III.  3. 

LORD,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven ; 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  1 
Heaven  is  still  with  anthems  ringing : 

Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry, 
**Holy,  holy,  holy,"  singing, 

"  Lord  of  hosts,  the  Lord  most  High  I" 

8  Ever  thus  in  God's  high  praises, 
Brethren,  let  our  tongues  unite, 
While  our  thoughts  His  greatness  raises, 
And  our  love  His  gifts  exc\U« 
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With  His  seraph  train  before  Hii 
With  his  Holy  church  below, 

Thus  nnite  we  to  adore  Him, 
Bid  we  thus  oar  anthems  flow. 

3  Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven ; 

Earth  is  with  its  falness  stored 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 
Thus,  Thy  glorious  name  confessi 

We  adopt  the  angel's  cry, 
"Holy,  holy,  holy" — blessing 

Thee,  the  Lord  our  God  most 

HYMN  290.  ] 

AWAKE,  my  soul,  to  joyful  la^ 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemc 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  the< 
His  loving-kindness,  0  I  how  free 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Tet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate ; 
His  loving-kindness,  0  !  how  gre) 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  might; 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  0{ 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along ; 
His  loving-kindness,  O  I  how  strc 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  clou 
Has  gathered  thick,  and  thunder'd 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stooc 
His  loving-kindne&B,  O  I  how  goo 


PBAI6E.  S68: 

5  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Savionr  to  depart ; 
Bat  though  I  oft  have  Him  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

6  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail ; 
0  may  my  last  expiring  breath, 

His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death. 

*7  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away, 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day ; 
And  sing,  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
Bis  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 


HYMN  291.  P.M. 

COME,  Thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 
Help  us  to  praise  I 
Father  all  glorious. 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come  and  reigH  over  us, 
Ancient  of  days. 


%  Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword; 

Our  prayer  attend ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless ; 
Come,  give  Thy  word  success ; 
Spirit  of  holiness, 
On  ns  descend. 

SB 


254  JOT. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  honr: 
~    Thou,  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 
Spirit  of  power. 

4  To  Thee,  great  one  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore ; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


JOY. 


HYMN  292.  C.  M. 

MY  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 
The  life  of  my  delights. 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days. 
And  comfort  of  my  nights  I 

2  In  darkest  shades  if  He  appear. 

My  dawning  is  begun ; 
He  is  my  soul's  bright  morning  star. 
And  He  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
While  Jesus  shows  His  heart  is  mine, 
And  whispers,  I  aln  His. 


iffy  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay, 
At  that  transportiDg  word; 

lun  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
T'  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

j^earless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I'd  break  through  every  foe ; 

The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through. 

HYMN  293.  8.  M. 

NOW  let  our  voices  join 
To  form  a  sacred  song; 
Ye  pilgrims,  in  Jehovah's  ways, 
With  music  pass  along. 

How  straight  the  path  appears, 

How  open  and  how  fair  I 
No  lurking  pitfalls  for  our  feet; 

No  fierce  destroyer  there. 

But  flowers  o^  paradise 

In  rich  profusion  spring; 
The  Sun  of  glory  gilds  the  path, 

And  dear  companions  sing. 

See  Salem's  golden  spires 
In  beauteous  prospect  rise; 

And  brighter  crowns  than  mortals  wear 
Which  sparkle  through  the  skies. 

All  honour  to  His  name, 
Who  marks  the  shining  way; 

To  Him,  who  leads  the  wanderer  on 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 


t6  JOY. 


HYMN  284.  8.  M. 

NOT  with  our  mortal  eyes 
Have  we  beheld  the  Lord; 
Tet  we  rejoice  to  hear  His  name, 
And  love  Him  in  his  word. 

2  On  earth  we  want  the  sight 
Of  our  Redeemer's  face; 
Tet,  Lord,  our  inmost  thoughts  delight 
To  dwell  upon  Thy  grace. 

8  And  when  we  taste  Thy  love. 
Our  joys  divinely  grow 
Unspeakable,  like  those  above, 
And  heaven  begins  below. 

HYMN  295.  S.  M. 

AWAKE,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake,  every  heart,  and  every  tongne. 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  His  dying  love, 

Who  liveth  evermore ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  He  bore. 

3  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 

Ye  ransom'd  sinners,  sing; 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day, 

In  Christ  th'  eternal  King. 
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4  Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 
"  Ye  blessed  children,  come  I " 
Soon  will  He  call  us  heuce  away, 
And  take  His  wanderers  home. 


HYMN  296.  L.  M. 

THE  Lord  is  King  !  lift  up  thy  voice, 
O  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice  I 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring : 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King  I 

2  The  Lord  is  King  !  thou  child  of  dust. 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just : 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways ; 

Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 

3  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens  known  ; 
The  contrite  soul  He'll  ne'er  disown  ; 

And  angel  bands  are  waiting  there, 
His  messages  of  love  to  bear. 

4  O,  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake. 
His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake. 
Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing. 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King  I 


HYMN  297.  0.  M. 

HOW  rich  Thy  favours,  God  of  grace  I 
How  various  and  divine  I 
Pull  as  the  ocean  they  are  poured. 
And  bright  as  heaven  they  fibm^.  ^ 
22 '^  B 
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2  He  to  eternal  glory  calls. 

And  leads  the  wondrous  way 
To  His  own  palace,  where  He  reigns 
In  uncreated  day. 

3  Jesus  the  herald  of  His  love 

Displays  the  radiant  prize, 
And  shows  the  purchase  of  His  blood 
To  our  adoring  eyes. 

4  The  songs  of  everlasting  years 

That  mercy  shall  attend, 
Which  leads,  through  sufferings  of  an  he 
To  joys  that  never  end. 


PEACE. 


HYMN  298.  P.  M. 

MY  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt  I 
Oh  !  may  Thy  will  be  mine  ! 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy. 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 

2  My  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt  I 
If  needy  here  and  poor, 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread, 
Their  portion  rich  and  sure. 
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The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  soul  feed  upon; 
And  if  all  else  should  fail. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 

3  My  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear. 
Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 

4  My  Saviour  as  Thou  wilt  I 

All  shall  be  well  for  me : 
Each  changing  future  scene, 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on. 
And  sing  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 


HYMN  299.  L.  M. 

OTHOTJ  by  long  experience  tried. 
Near  whom  no  grief  can  long  abide. 
My  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
My  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent. 

2  My  heart  reposing  on  Thy  love, 
AU  scenes  alike  engaging  prove ; 
Where'er  I  dwell,  I  dwell  with  Thee, 
At  home,  abroad,  on  land  or  sea. 
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3  To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time, 
My  country  is  in  every  clime ; 

I  can  be  calm,  and  free  from  care, 
On  any  shore,  since  Thou  art  there. 

4  Could  I  be  cast  where  Thou  art  not. 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot; 
But  regions  none  remote  I  call. 
Secure  of  finding  Thee  in  all. 


HYMN  300.  III.  3. 

ALL  unseen  the  Master  walketh 
By  the  toiling  servant's  side  ; 
Comfortable  words  He  speaketh, 
While  his  hands  uphold  and  guide. 

2  Grief,  nor  pain,  nor  any  sorrow 

Rends  thy  heart,  to  Him  unknown ; 
He  to-day,  and  He  to-morrow, 
Grace  sufficient  gives  His  own. 

3  Holy  strivings  nerve  and  strengthen. 

Long  endurance  wins  the  crown  ; 

When  the  evening  shadows  lengthen, 

Thou  shalt  lay  thy  burden  down. 


HYMN  30L  0.  M, 

OLORD  I  my  best  desire  fulfil  I 
And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  Thy  will. 
And  make  Thy  pleasure  mine. 
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2  Why  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  command, 

Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears? 

3  No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  Thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld, 
Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

4  Thy  favour,  all  my  journey  through, 

Thou  art  engaged  to  grant; 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 
'Tis  better  still  to  want. 

5  Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  both  ? 
The  poor  blind  creature  of  a  day. 
And  crushed  before  the  moth. 

6  But  ah  I  my  inward  spirit  cries. 

Still  bind  me  to  Thy  sway ! 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  the  skies, 
Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 


HYMN  302.  III.  4. 

QiriET,  Lord,  my  froward  heart. 
Make  me  teachable  and  mild. 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 

Make  me  as  a  weaned  child ; 
From  distrust  and  envy  free, 
Pleas'd  with  all  that  pleases  T\i^^. 
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2  What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 
Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide. 

Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave  ; 
'Tis  enoagh  that  Thoa  wilt  care, 
Why  should  I  the  burdea  bear  ? 


3  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own ; 
Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone; 
Let  me  thns  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 


HYMN  303.  IIL  1 

WHEN,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  be 
Perfectly  resigned  to  Thee  f 
Poor  and  vile  in  mine  own  eyes, 
Only  in  Thy  wisdom  wise  t 


2  Only  Thee  content  to  know, 
Ignorant  of  all  below  ? 
Only  guided  by  Thy  light  ? 
Only  mighty  in  Thy  might? 


8  Fully  let  my  life  express 
All  the  heights  of  holiness ; 
Sweetly  let  my  spirit  prove 
All  the  depths  of  humble  love. 
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HYMN  304.  C.  M. 

IN  tears  and  trials  we  musi  sow 
To  reap  in  joy  and  love, 
We  cannot  find  our  home  below, 
And  look  for  one  above. 

2  Children  of  God  have  ever  thus 

In  wisdom  learn'd  to  grow ; 
Yea,  He  who  gave  Himself  for  us 
Was  perfected  by  woe. 

3  Thon,  Man  of  Sorrows,  Thou  didst  not 

The  bitter  cup  decline; 
Why  should  I  claim  a  better  lot, 
A  smoother  path  than  Thine  ? 

4  Intent  the  guiltless  blood  to  shed, 

That  should  for  guilt  atone, 
Thou  didst  the  mighty  wine-press  tread. 
Unshrinking,  though  alone. 

5  And  shall  I  murmur  or  repine 

At  aught  Thy  hand  may  send  ? 
Nay,  I  my  all  to  Thee  resign, 
My  ever-ruling  Friend. 


HYMN  305.  0.  M. 

OH  I  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free  I 
A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me ; 
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2  A  heart  resign'd,  sabmissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone ; 

3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean  I 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within ; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy.  Lord,  of  Thine. 

5  Thy  nature,,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 

Come  quickly  from  above ; 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 

HYMN  306.  C.  M. 

THERE  is  a  fold  whence  none  can  stray, 
And  pastures  ever  green, 
Where  sultry  sun,  or  stormy  day. 
Or  night  is  never  seen. 

2  Far  up  the  everlasting  hills. 
In  God's  own  light  it  lies; 
His  smile  its  vast  dimension  fills 
With  joy  that  never  dies. 

8  One  narrow  vale,  one  darksome  wave. 
Divides  that  land  from  this ; 
I  have  a  Shepherd  pledg'd  to  savei, 
And  bear  me  home  to  bliss. 
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4  Soon  at  His  feet  my  soul  will  lie, 

In  life's  last  straggling  breath ; 
But  I  shall  only  seem  to  die, 
I  shall  not  taste  of  death. 

5  Far  from  this  guilty  world,  to  be 

Exempt  from  toil  and  strife ; 
To  spend  eternity  with  Thee, 
My  Saviour,  this  is  life  I 
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HYMN  307.  P.  M. 

WHEN  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 
In  trial's  fearful  hour, 
Bow,  all  resign'd,  beneath  His  rod, 

And  bless  His  sparing  power ; 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress, 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

2  O  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet. 

Though  sorrows  fix  me  there, 
Is  still  a  privilege ;  and  sweet 

The  energies  of  prayer ; 
Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be, 
If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

3  O  blessed  be  the  hand  that  gave, 

StUl  blessed  when  it  takes, 
Blessed  be  He  who  smites  to  save, 

Who  heals  the  heart  He  breaks ; 
Perfect  and  true  are  all  His  ways. 
Whom  heaven  adores,  and  eartVi  ob^^%. 
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HYMN  308.  P. 

ALMIGHTY  God  I  I  call  to  Tlw 
By  sore  temptation  sttaken; 
Incline  Thy  gracious  ear  to  me. 

And  leaye  me  not  forsaken  ; 
For  who  that  feels  the  power  withii 
Of  past  remorse  and  present  sin. 
Can  stand,  O  Lord,  before  Thee  ? 

2  On  Thee  alone  my  stay  I  place,  " 

All  human  help  rejecting, 
Relying  on  Thy  sovereign  grace, 

Thy  sovereign  aid  expecting ; 
I  rest  upon  Thy  sacred  word, 
That  Thou  'It  repel  him  not,  0  Low 
Who  to  Thy  mercy  fleeth. 

3  And  though  I  travail  all  the  Dight, 

And  travail  all  the  morrow, 
My  trust  is  in  Jehovah's  might. 

My  triumph  in  my  sorrow ; 
Forgetting  not  that  Thou  of  old, 
Didst  Israel,  though  weak,  uphold  ; 
When  weakest,  then  most  loving  I 

4  What  though  my  sinfulness  be  grea 

Redeeming  love  is  greater; 
What  though  all  hell  should  lie  in  i 

Supreme  is  my  Creator; 
And  He  my  Rock  and  Portress  is, 
And  when  most  helpless,  most  I'm 
My  Strength  and  my  Redeemer. 


TBIAL8.  MT 


HYMN  309.  III.  1. 

GENTLY,  gently  lay  Thy  rod 
On  my  sinful  head,  O  God  1 
Stay  Thy  wrath,  in  mercy  stay, 
Lest  I  sink  beneath  its  sway. 

2  Heal  me,  for  my  flesh  is  weak. 
Hear  me,  for  Thy  grace  I  seek ; 
This  the  only  plea  I  make, 
Heal  me  for  thy  mercy's  sake. 

3  Who,  within  the  silent  grave. 
Shall  proclaim  Thy  power  to  save  ? 
Lord  I  my  sinking  sonl  reprieve ; 
Speak  I  and  I  shall  rise  and  live. 

4  Lo  I  He  comes  —  He  heeds  my  plea, 
Lo  I  He  comes  —  the  shadows  flee ; 
Glory  round  me  dawns  once  more ; 
Hise,  my  spirit,  and  adore. 

HYMN  310.  0.  M. 

DEAR  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 
On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 
On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 
For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  eYerj  pain  I  feel. 
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3  But  O  wheu  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 

I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  mj  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  fleef 

Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 
And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  Thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

6  Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face  t 
And  shall  I  seek  in  vain? 
And  can  the  ear  of  sovereign  grace 
Be  deaf  when  I  complain  ? 

6  Thy  mercy-scat  is  open  still, 
Here  let  my  soul  retreat: 
With  humble  hope  attend  thy  will, 
And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet. 

HYMN  3U.  0.  M. 

AFFLICTION  is  a  stormy  deep. 
Where  wave  resounds  to  wave  ! 
Though  o'er  our  heads  the  billows  roll, 
We  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

2  When  darkness,  and  when  sorrows  rose, 

And  pressed  on  every  side. 
The  Lord  hath  still  sustained  oar  steps, 
And  still  hath  been  our  Guide. 

3  Perhaps  before  the  morning  dawo, 

He  will  restore  our  peace ; 
For  He  who  bade  the  tempest  roar 
'  Can  bid  the  temi^e^t  e^ase. 
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4  Here  will  we  rest,  here  build  our  hopes, 
Nor  murmur  at  His  rod ; 
He's  more  to  us  than  all  the  world, 
Our  Health,  our  Life,  our  God. 


HYMN  312.  L.  M. 

THE  darkened  sky,  how  thick  it  lowers, 
Troubled  with  storms  and  big  with  showers ; 
No  cheerful  gleam  of  light  appears. 
Bat  nature  poureth  forth  her  tears. 

i  Yet  let  the  sons  of  grace  revive  ; 
He  bids  the  soul  that  seeks  Him,  live ; 
And  from  the  gloomiest  shade  of  night 
Galls  forth  a  morning  of  delight. 

8  The  seeds  of  ecstacy  unknown 
Are  in  the  watered  furrows  sown  ; 
And  heaven  shall  pour  its  beams  around, 
Till  the  ripe  harvest  load  the  ground. 

^  Then  shall  the  trembling  mourner  come, 
And  bind  his  sheaves,  and  bear  them  home  I 
The  voice  long  broke  with  sighs  shall  sing, 
Till  heaven  with  hallelujahs  ring  I 


HYMN  313.  S.  M. 

YOUR  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take : 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 
Bid  every  string  awake. 
23  "^ 
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2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 

We  are  not  far  from  home, 
And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine, 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 

Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame. 
Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  His  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

Subside  at  His  control; 
His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  0  God, 

That  stays  himself  on  Thee  I 
Who  waits  for  Thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 

HYMN  314.  III.  a 

IT^TJLL  of  trembling  expectation, 
.     Feeling  much,  and  fearing  more. 
Mighty  Lord  of  my  salvation, 
I  Thy  timely  aid  implore ; 
By  Thy  suffering,  0  be  near  me. 
All  my  suflferings  to  sustain } 
By  Thy  sorer  griefs  to  cheer  me, 
Bj  Thy  more  t\iwi  isxoTt%\  ijaia. 
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2  Call  to  mind  that  unknown  anguish, 

In  the  days  of  flesh  below; 
When  thy  troubled  soul  did  languish 

Under  a  whole  world  of  woe ; 
When  Thou  didst  our  curse  inherit, 

Groan  beneath  our  guilty  load, 
Burden'd  with  a  wounded  spirit, 

Bruised  beneath  the  hand  of  God. 

3  By  Thy  dread,  unknown  temptation, 

In  that  dark,  Satanic  hour; 
By  Thy  last,  mysterious  passion, 

Screen  me  from  the  tempter's  power. 
By  Thy  fainting  in  the  garden. 

By  Thy  bloody  sweat,  I  pray. 
Write  upon  my  heart  the  pardon, 

Take  my  sins  and  fears  away. 

4  By  the  travail  of.  Thy  Spirit, 

By  thine  outcry  on  the  tree, 
By  Thine  agonizing  merit, 

In  my  pangs  remember  me ! 
By  Thy  precious  death  assuring. 

My  poor  dying  soul  befriend, 
And  with  patience,  all  enduring, 

Make  me  faithful  to  the  end. 


HYMN  315.  L.  M. 

THE  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 
Clouds  overcast  my  wint'ry  sky ; 
Out  of  the  depths  to  Thee  I  call ; 
My  fears  are  great,  my  strengtli  k  ^m^. 
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2  0  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 

And  guide  and  guard  me  through  the  storm: 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill : 
Control  the  waves ;  say,  "  Peace  !  be  still." 

3  Amid  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 

My  soul  still  hangs  her  hopes  on  Thee ; 
Thy  constant  love,  Thy  faithful  care, 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

4  Though  tempest-toss'd,  and  half  a  wreck, 
My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek : 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again. 

HYMN  316.  L.M. 

ETERNAL  beam  of  hght  divine. 
Fountain  of  unexhausted  love ; 
In  whom  the  Father's  glories  shine. 

Through  earth  beneath,  and  Heaven  aboT£ 

2  Jesus,  the  weary  wand'rer's  rest. 

Give  me  Thy  easy  yoke  to  bear ; 
With  steadfast  patience  arm  my  breast, 
With  trustful  love  and  lowly  fear. 

3  Thankful  I  take  the  c\\p  from  Thee, 

Prepared  and  mingled  by  Thy  skill : 
Though  bitter  to  the  taste  it' be, 
It  hath  the  power  to  heal  me  still. 

4  Be  thou,  O  Rock  of  ages,  nigh  1 

That  I  each  murmuring  thought  may  shan 
And  grief  and  fear  and  care  shall  fly, 
As  clouds  before  Wie  m\drd%i^  son. 
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5  Speak  to  my  warring  passiotis,  —  Peace ; 

Say  to  my  trembliug  heart,  —  Be  still ; 
Thy  power  can  bid  the  conflict  cease, 
,  For  all  things  serve  Thy  sovereign  will. 

6  0  death  1  where  is  tliy  sting  ?  Where  now 

Thy  boasted  victoiy,  0  grave  ? 
Who  shall  contend  with  God  ?  or  how 
Can  he  be  hurt  whom  God  will  save  ? 

HYMN  317.  C.  M. 

THOU  art  my  hiding  place,  O  Lord  I 
In  Thee  I  fix  my  trust, 
Encouraged  by  Thy  holy  word, 
A  feeble  child  of  dust. 

2  I  have  no  argument  beside, 

I  urge  no  other  plea, 
And  'tis  enough  —  the  Saviour  died, 
The  Saviour  died  for  me. 

3  When  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat. 

And  furious  foes  assail. 
My  refuge  is  the  mercy-seat. 
My  hope  within  the  veil. 

^  Prom  strife  of  tongues  and  bitter  words. 
My  Spirit  flies  to  Thee ; 
Joy  to  my  heart  the  thought  affords, 
My  Saviour  died  for  me. 

5  And  when  Thine  awful  voice  commands 
This  body  to  decay, 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands, 
Is  ebbing  fast  away ; 
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6  Then^  tboagh  it  be  in  accents  weak, 
My  voice  shall  call  on  Thee, 
And  ask  for  strength  in  death  to  speak, 
"My  Siaviour  died  for  me." 


HYMN  318.  0.  M. 

NOW  to  the  haven  of  Thy  breast, 
O  Son  of  Man,  I  fly ; 
Be  Thou  my  refuge  and  my  rest. 
For  O  I  the  storm  is  high. 

2  Protect  me  from  the  furious  blast. 

My  shield  and  shelter  be; 
Hide  me,  my  Saviour,  till  o'erpast 
The  storm  of  sin  I  see. 

3  As  welcome  as  the  water-spring 

Is  to  a  barren  place, 
Jesus,  descend  on  me,  and  bring 
Thy  sweet,  refreshing  grace. 

4  As  o^er  a  parched  and  weary  land, 

A  rock  its  shade  doth  spread, 
So  hide  me,  Saviour,  with  Thy  hand. 
And  screen  my  naked  head. 

5  In  all  the  times  of  my  distress, 

Thou  hast  my  succour  been ; 
And,  in  my  utter  helplessness. 
Restraining  me  from  sin. 

6  How  swift  to  save  me  didst  Thou  move, 

In  every  trying  hour; 
O  I  still  protect  me  with  Thy  love. 
And  shield  m^  m\\i  TVi^  i^ower. 
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HYMN  319.  C.  M. 

OTHOU,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 
I  lift  my  soul  to  Thee  ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 
O  Lord,  remember  me  I 

^  If  on  my  head  for  Thy  dear  name 
Shame  and  reproaches  be, 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame ; 
If  Thou  remember  me  I 

^   If  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief, 
This  feeble  body  be; 
Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief; 

0  Lord,  remember  me  I 

^    When,  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death, 

1  wait  Thy  just  decree, 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath ; 
0  Lord,  remember  me  I 

^  And  when  before  Thy  throne  I  stand. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  Thee, 
There,  with  the  saints  at  Thy  right  hand, 
O  Lord,  remember  me ! 


HYMN  320.  C.  M. 

WHEN  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past, 
And  mourns  the  present  pain, 
Tis  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last, 
And  feel  that  death  is  ga\i\. 
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2  Tis  not  that  murrauring  thoughts  arise, 
And  dread  a  Pather^s  will ; 
'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies, 
And  would  not  suffer  still: 


3  It  is  that  heaven-bom  faith  surreys 

The  path  that  leads  to  light, 
And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 

4  0  let  me  wing  my  hallow'd  flight 

From  earth-born  woe  and  care, 
And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night, 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  share. 


HYMN  321.  S.  M. 

OLE  AD  me  to  the  Rock 
,  That's  high  above  my  head, 
And  make  the  covert  of  Thy  wings 
My  shelter  and  my  shade. 

2  Within  Thy  presence,  Lord, 
Forever  I'll  abide; 
Thou  art  the  tower  of  my  defence. 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 


Thou  givest  me  the  lot 
Of  those  that  fear  Thy  name  ; 

If  endless  life  be  their  reward, 
I  shall  possess  the  same. 
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322. 


11.  1. 


mercy  heard  my  infant  prayer ; 
r  loYe,  with  all  a  parent's  care, 
in'd  my  childish  days: 
^dness  watched  my  ripening  yonth 
•m*d  my  heart  to  love  Thy  truth, 
fill'd  my  lips  with  praise. 

en  in  age  and  grief,  Thy  name 
ill  my  languid  heart  inflame, 
bow  my  faltering  knee : 
t  this  bosom  feels  the  fire, 
ambling  hand  and  tuneless  lyre 
yet  a  strain  for  Thee! 

roken,  tuneless,  still,  O  Lord, 
ice  transported  shall  record 
goodness  tried  so  long; 
cing  slow,  with  calm  decay, 
le  murmurs  melt  away 
a  seraph's  song. 


iN 


323. 


in  4. 


S'  hour  is  not  yet  come : 
this  word  thine  answer  be, 
,  asking  for  thy  home, 
:ing  to  be  blest  and  free; 
season  tarry  on; 
borne  is  nobly  done. 
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2  While  oppressing  pains  and  fears, 
Night  and  day  thy  spirit  grieve, 
Still  prolonged  through  many  years, 

None  to  help  thee  or  relieve; 
Hold  the  word  of  promise  fast. 
Till  deliverance  come  at  last. 


8  Dost  thon  ask,  When  comes  His  hour  T 
Then,  when  it  shall  aid  thee  best; 

Trnst  His  faithfulness  and  power, 
Trust  in  Him  and  calmly  rest ; 

Suffer  on,  and  hope,  and  wait ; 

Jesus  never  comes  too  late. 


Blessed  day  which  hastens  fast, 
End  of  conflict  and  of  sin  I 

Death  itself  shall  die  at  last, 
Heaven's  eternal  joys  begin : 

Then  eternity  shall  prove, 

God  is  Light,  and  God  is  Love. 


HYMN  324.  S.  M. 

THOU  very  present  aid 
'  In  suffering  and  distress ; 
The  mind  which  still  on  Thee  is  stay'd, 
Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  by  faith  reclined 
On  the  Redeemer's  breast, 
'Mid  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 
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owe  every  cross; 
veeUj  comforts  me; 
me  forget  my  every  loss, 
find  my  all  in  Thee. 

to  whom  I  fly, 

1  all  my  wishes  fill; 

bhongh  created  streams  are  dry, 

ye  the  fonntain  stilL 

d  of  each  earthly  friend, 
d  them  all  in  one ; 
eace  and  joy  which  never  end, 
heayen,  in  Christ,  begnji. 
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liiN  325.  III.  4. 

lOXJR  I  once  to  Thee  presented, 
;  Thy  footstool  I  was  laid : 
s  bloom,  my  heart  consented 
he  vows  my  sponsors  made  ; 
in  infancy  and  youth, 
.  I  not  have  kept  Thy  truth  f 

by  right,  as  my  Creator, 
>  my  two-fold  life  bestow'd, 
by  Thee,  my  Mediator, 
Bom'd  with  Thy  precious  blood ; 
by  my  baptismal  vow, 
ay  heart  forsake  Thee  now  ? 
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8  No  I  not  far  then  let  me  wander, 
Thon  hast  stricken  to  reclaim ; 
O'er  the  guilty  past  I  ponder, 

Overwhelm'd  with  grief  and  shame ; 
Still  that  Lord  whose  seal  I  wear, 
Ponrs  for  me  th'  availing  prayer. 

4  Welcome  the  severest  token, 
That  God  "lets  me  not  alone ;" 
Though  His  covenant  I  have  broken, 

He  reclaims  me  as  His  own ; 
Saviour,  now  my  soul  restore, 
Bid  me  "  Go  and  sin  no  more." 


HYMN  326.  III.  8. 

JESUS,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  IVe  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  I 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me. 

Thou  aii;  not,  like  them,  untrue  : 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me ; 

fWiow  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright 
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!Men  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Xiife  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 
Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmix'd  with  Thee. 

Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation. 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine ; 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee ; 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 

Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Arm'd  by  faith,  and  wing'd  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  gates  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission. 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

HYMN  327.  III.  2. 

AM  I  called  ?  and  can  it  be  ? 
Has  the  Saviour  pitied  me  ? 
Guilty,  wretched  as  I  am, 
Has  He  named  my  worthless  name  ? 
Vilest  of  the  vile  am  I ; 
X  Dare  I  raise  my  hopes  so  high  ? 
24* 
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2  Am  I  called  ?'  I  dare  not  stay, 
May  not,  mast  not  disobey ; 
Here  I  lay  me  at  Thy  feet, 
Clinging  to  the  mercy-seat; 
Thine  I  am  and  Thine  alone ; 
Lord,  with  me  Thy  will  be  done. 

3  Am  I  called  ?  what  shall  I  bring 
As  an  oflfering  to  my  king? 
Poor  and  blind  and  naked,  I 
Trembling  at  Thy  footstool  lie ; 
Nought  but  sin  I  call  my  own. 
Nor  for  sin  can  sin  atone. 


4  Am  I  called  ?  an  heir  of  God  I 
Wash'd,  redeemed  by  precious  blood  1 
Father,  lead  me  by  Thy  hand. 
Guide  me  to  that  better  land. 
Where  my  soul  shall  be  at  rest, 
Pillow'd  on  my  Saviour's  breast 


HYMN  328.  C.  M. 

SHALL  Simon  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free? 
No  I  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above,. 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 
For  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 
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>n8ecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
death  shall  set  me  free; 
len  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
there's  a  crown  for  me. 

the  crystal  pavement  down 
Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
,  I'll  cast  my  golden  crown, 
.  His  dear  name  repeat. 

alms  shall  wave,  and  harps  shall  ring 
eath  heaven's  arches  high, 
Lord  that  lives," — the  ransomed  sing, 
lat  lives  no  more  to  die." 


MN 


329. 


CM. 


W  blessed,  from  the  bonds  of  sin 
ind  earthly  fetters  free, 
gleness  of  heart  and  aim, 
servant,  Lord,  to  be ! 
ardest  toil  to  undertake 
h  joy  at  Thy  command  1 
leanest  office  to  receive 
h  meekness  at  Thy  baud  I 


willing  heart  and  longing  eyes, 
watch  before  Thy  gate, 
•  to  run  the  weary  race, 
bear  the  heavy  weight; 
nee  of  thunder  to  expect, 

follow  calm  and  still, 
)ve  can  easily  divine 
I  One  Beloved's  will. 
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3  Thus  may  I  serve  Thee,  Gracious  Lord 

Thus  ever  Thine  alone, 
My  soul  and  body  given  to  Thee, 

The  purchase  Thou  hast  won  : 
Through  evil  and  through  good  report 

Still  waiting  at  Thy  side, 
By  life  or  death,  in  this  poor  flesh 

Let  Christ  be  magnified  I 

4  How  happily  the  working  days 

In  this  dear  service  fly  I 
How  rapidly  the  closing  hour. 

The  time  of  rest,  draws  nigh, 
When  all  the  faithful  gather  home, 

A  joyful  company ! 
And  ever  where  the  Master  is. 

There  shall  His  servants  be. 

HYMN  330.  L.  M. 

THOU,  whom  my  soul  admires  above 
All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love, 
Tell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know, 
Where  do  Thy  sweetest  pastures  grow  ? 

2  Where  is  the  shadow  of  that  rock 
That  from  the  sun  defends  Thy  flock  ? 

*     Fain  would  I  feed  among  Thy  sheep, 
Among  them  rest,  among  them  sleep. 

3  Why  should  Thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  aside  to  paths  unknown  ? 
My  constant  feet  would  never  rove, 
TTould  never  seek  another  love. 
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le  footsteps  of  thy  flock  I  see ; 
ly  sweetest  pastures  here  they  be ; 
wondrous  feast  Thy  love  prepares, 
Dught  with  Thy  wounds,  and  groans,  and  tears. 


is  dearest  flesh*  He  makes  my  food, 
nd  bids  me  drink  His  richest  blood  ; 
ife  on  these  hills,  my  soul  would  roam, 
ill  my  Beloved  leads  me  home. 


HYMN  33L  C.  M. 

JESUS,  since  first  I  heard  Thy  voice 
And  Thy  dear  cross  surveyed, 
I've  longed  to  make  the  happy  choice 
Thy  fovour'd  Mary  made. 

O  may  it  be  my  business  here 
Thro'  all  my  years  and  days, 

To  wait  on  Thee,  Thy  word  to  hear, 
And  run  in  all  Thy  ways. 


In  this  vain  world  let  others  meet 
The  pleasures  of  their  choice. 

But  let  me  sit  at  Jesus'  feet,* 
And  in  His  love  rejoice. 

Wealth  that  the  world  hath  not  to  give 

My  Saviour  shall  supply, 
I  wish  at  Jesus'  feet  to  live, 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  die. 
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HYMN  382.  S.  M. 

MY  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 
Against  thy  heavenly  crown, 
Nor  snffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong 
Hold  on  the  fearful  fight, 
And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

8  The  foe  will  surely  yield, 
If  thou  thy  part  fulfil ; 
For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield, 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armour  is  divine, 

Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 
And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  of  God. 


HYMN  333.  III.  1. 

NAY,  I  cannot  let  Thee  go, 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow; 
Do  not  turn  away  Thy  face, 
Mine's  an  urgent,  pressing  case. 

2  Thou  didst  once  a  wretch  behold, 
In  rebellion  blindly  bold, 
Scorn  Thy  grace,  Thy  power  defy. 
That  poor  rebel,  "Loxd,  ^^  \. 
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I  Once  a  sinner,  near  despair, 
Sought  Thy  mercy-seat  by  prayer ; 
Mercy  heard  and  set  him  free, 
Lord,  that  mercy  came  to  me. 

^    Many  years  have  pass'd  since  then ; 
Many  changes  have  I  seen; 
Yet  have  been  upheld  till  now; 
Who  could  hold  me  up  but  Thou  ? 

►    Thou  hast  help'd  in  every  need, 
This  emboldens  me  to  plead : 
After  so  much  mercy  past, 
Canst  Thou  let  me  sink  at  last  I 


> 


No  I  I  must  maintain  my  hold ; 
'Tis  Thy  goodness  makes  me  bold : 
I  can  no  denial  take. 
When  I  plead  for  Jesus'  sake. 

HYMN  334.  C.  M. 

AM  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause. 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

3  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flow'ry  beds  of  ease. 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas  ? 

8  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face, 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God?^ 
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4  Sare  I  must  fight  if  I  woald  reign ; 

Increase  mj  courage,  Lord  ; 
I'll  bear  the  cross,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war. 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  ; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar. 
With  faith's  enraptured  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  Thine  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies. 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 

HYMN  335.  S.  K 

TEACH  me,  my  God  and  King, 
Thy  will  in  all  to  see ; 
And  what  I  do  in  anything. 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee; 

2  To  scorn  the  senses'  sway. 

While  stm  to  Thee  I  tend ! 
In  all  I  do,  be  Thou  the  way. 
In  all,  be  Thou  the  end. 

3  All  may  of  Thee  partake ; 

Nothing  so  small  can  be 
But  draws,  when  done  for  Thy  dear  si 
Greatness  and  worth  from  Thee. 

4  If  done  beneath  Thy  laws. 

E'en  servile  labours  shine ; 
Hallow'd  is  toil,  if  Thine  the  cause ; 
The  meanest  ^work,  dvyiue. 
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HYMN  336,  L.  M. 

OLORD,  Thy  counsels  and  Thy  care 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are  ; 
And  Thou  shalt  guide  me  through  my  race, 
Till  glory  crown  the  work  of  grace.    • 

2  On  whom  but  Thee,  in  heaven  above, 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  or  love  ? 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  Thee  ? 

3  My  flesh  is  hast'ning  to  decay ; 

Soon  shall  the  world  have  pass'd  away ; 

And  what  can.  mortal  friends  avail. 

When  heart,  and  strength,  and  life  shall  fail  ? 

4  But  Oh  I  my  Saviour,  be  Thou  nigh, 
And  I  will  triumph  when  I  die ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  divine  ; 
And  Jesus  is  forever  mine  I 


HYMN  337.  L.  M. 

BESET  with  snares  on  every  hand. 
In  Life's  uncertain  path  I  stand ; 
Saviour  divine,  diffuse  Thy  light. 
To  guide  my  doubtful  footsteps  right. 

2  Engage  this  roving,  treacherous  heart, 
To  fix  on  Mary's  better  part; 
To  scorn  the  trifles  of  a  day. 
For  joys  that  none  can  take  away. 
25  T 
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3  Then  let  the  wildest  storms  arise, 
Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies ; 
No  fatal  shipwreck  shall  I  fear, 

But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

4  If. Thou,  my  Jesus,  still  be  nigh, 
Cheerful  I  live,  and  joyful  die  ; 
Secure  when  mortal  comforts  flee, 

To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  Thee.  . 

HYMN  338.  0.  M. 

LORD,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care, 
Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  Is  my  share. 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

• 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad, 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day? 

3  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before  ; 
Whoe'er  into  His  kingdom  comes, 
Must  enter  by  His  door. 

4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  me 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  e;irth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be  ? 

5  Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary,  sinful  days. 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
That  sing  Jel[io^«i.V^  ^\:^VBfc, 
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6  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 
The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
Bat  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  Him 


HYMN  339.  P.  M. 

NEARER,  my  God,  to  Thee! 
Nearer  to  Thee  I 
E*en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ; 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

Weary  and  lone, 
Darkness  comes  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone. 
Yet  in  my  dreams  Pd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Oot  of  my  stony  griefs 
Altars  rU  raise ; 
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So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  I 

5  And  when  on  joyful  wing, 
Gleaying  the  sky, 
San,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  1 
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MORN  I NG. 

HYMN  340. 

Daily  Prayer. 

COME  at  the  morning  hour, 
Come  let  ns  kneel  and  pre 
Prayer  is  the  Christian  pilgrim'c 
To  walk  with  God  all  day. 

2  At  Noon,  beneath  the  Rock   . 

Of  Ages,  rest  and  pray; 
Sweet  is  that  shadow  ^om  the  I 
When  the  sun  smites  by  da^ 

3  At  Eve  shut  to  the  door, 

Round  the  home-altar  pray, 
And  finding  there  "  the  House  c 
At  "  heayen'a  g&W^  cXc^^^fe  \Xv^ 


FAMILY    DSVOTION.         ^  29S 

i  When  Midnight  seals  onr  eyes, 
Let  each  in  spirit  say, 
"  I  sleep,  but  my  heart  waketh,  Lobd, 
With  Thee  to  watch  and  pray." 


HYMN  34L  C.  M. 

ONCE  more  the  san  is  beaming  bright 
Once  more  to  God  we  pray, 
That  his  eternal  light  may  gaide 
And  cheer  oar  sonls  this  day. 

2  Oh,  may  no  sin  onr  hands  defile, 

Or  canse  our  minds  to  rove; 
Upon  our  lips  be  simple  truth, 
And  in  our  hearts  be  love. 

3  Throughout  the  day,  0  Christ,  in  Thee 

May  ready  help  be  found. 
To  save  our  souls  from  Satan's  wiles, 
Who  still  is  hovering  round. 

4  Subservient  to  Thy  daily  praise 

Onr  daily  toil  shall  be; 
So  may  our  works  in  Thee  begun 
Be  furthered.  Lord,  by  Thee. 

5  To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

And  God  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Eternal  glory  be  from  men. 
And  from  the  angel  host. 
25* 
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HYMN  a42.  L.  M. 

0  JESUS,  Lord  of  heavenly  grace, 
Thou  brightness  of  Thy  Father's  fa( 
Thou  fountain  of  eternal  light, 
Whose  beams  disperse  the  shades  of  ni 

2  Come,  holy  Sun  of  Heavenly  love, 
Shower  down  Thy  radiance  from  above 
And  to  our  inmost  hearts  convey 

The  Holy  Spirit's  cloudless  day. 

3  May  faith,  deep-rooted  in  the  soul, 
Subdue  our  flesh,  our  minds  control ; 
May  guile  depart,  and  discord  cease, 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  peace. 

A  0,  hallow'd  be  the  new-bom  day  1 
Let  meekness  be  our  morning  ray. 
And  faithful  love  our  noon-day  lights 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright 

6  0  Christ,  with  each  returning  mom, 
Thine  image  to  our  hearts  be  borne ; 
0  may  we  ever  clearly  see 
Our  Saviour  and  our  God  in  Thee  I 


HYMN  343.  L.  M. 

OH  I  timely  happy,  timely  wise, 
Hearts  that  with  rising  morn  arise 
Eyes  that  the  beam  celestial  view, 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new  I 
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2  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  Ufe,  and  power,  and  thought. 

3  New  mercies,  each  returning  day. 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray ; 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven. 
New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

i  If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find. 
New  treasures  still  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

^   Old  friends,  old  scenes,  will  lovelier  be, 
As  more  of  heaven  in  each  we  see  ; 
Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer 
Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 

^  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask ; 
Room  to  deny  ourselves ;  a  road 
To  bring  us,  daily,  nearer  God. 

HYMN  344.  L.  M. 

UP  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Th'  eternal  hills  beyond  the  skies  ; 
Thence  all  her  help  my  soul  derives, 
There  my  Almighty  refuge  lives. 

2  He  lives  —  the  everlasting  God 
That  built  the  world,  that  spread  the  flood ; 
The  heavens  with  all  their  hosts  He  made. 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 
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3  He  guides  our  feet,  He  guards  our  t 
His  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day 
He  spreads  the  evening  yell,  and  ke< 
The  silent  hours,  while  Israel  sleeps. 

4  Israel,  a  name  divinely  blest, 
May  rise  secure,  securely  rest; 
Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  nor  slumber,  nor  surprise. 


HYMN  345.  III. 

SOURCE  of  light  and  life  divini 
Who  dost  make  the  light  to  shii 
Who  didst  deck  creation's  birth, 
Light  from  darkness  calling  forth : 

2  Shade  of  eve  and  morning  ray, 
Who  didst  join  and  name  them  day ; 
Darksome  night  again  draws  nigh, 
Listen  to  our  suppliant  cry. 

3  Let  us  not,  by  sin  deprest, 
Lose  the  way  to  endless  rest ; 
Let  no  thoughts  impure  and  vain, 
Down  to  earth  our  spirits  chain. 

4  Rather  lift  them  to  the  skies. 
Where  our  dearest  treasure  lies ; 
Help  us  in  our  daily  strife. 
Help  us  win  the  prize  of  life. 
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HYMN  346.  L.  M. 

IN  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid, 
I  safely  passed  the  silent  night ; 
Again  I  see  the  breaking  shade, 
I  drink  again  the  morning  light. 

2   New-bom,  I  bless  the  waking  honr, 
Once  more,  with  awe,  rejoice  to  be ; 
My  conscious  soul  resumes  her  power. 
And  springs,  my  guafdian  God,  to  Thee  1 

^   0  guide  me  through  the  various  maze 
My  doubtful  feet  are  doomed  to  tread ; 
And  spread  Thy  shield's  protecting  blaze 
When  dangers  press  around  my  head. 

■^  A  deeper  shade  will  soon  impend  ; 
A  deeper  sleep  mine  eyes  oppress  ; 
Yet  then  Thy  strength  shall  still  defend, 
Thy  goodness  still  delight  to  bless. 

S  That  deeper  shade  shall  break  away ; 

That  deeper  sleep  shall  leave  mine  eyes ; 
Ihy  light  shall  give  eternal  day, 
Thy  love,  the  rapture  of  the  skies. 

HYMN  347.  L.  M. 

FORTH  in  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  we  go, 
Our  daily  labour  to  pursue  ; 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know, 
In  all  we  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 
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2  Stni  would  we  bear  Thy  easy  yoke, 

And  every  moment  watch  and  pray ; 
Would  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day. 

3  For  Thee  alone  we  would  employ 

Whatever  Thy  bounteous  grace  hath  give 
Would  run  our  course  with  even  joy, 
And  closely  walk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 


HYMN  348.  C.  M. 

« 

Simday  Morning. 

WHEN  the  worn  spirit  waQts  repose, 
And  sighs  her  God  to  seek. 
How  sweet  to  hail  the  evening's  close. 
That  ends  the  weary  week  I 

2  How  sweet  to  hail  the  early  dawn. 

That  opens  on  the  sight, 
When  first  that  soul-reviving  mom 
Sheds  forth  new  rays  of  light  I 

3  Sweet  day  I  thine  hours  too  soon  will  cease 

Yet  while  they  gently  roll, 
Breathe,  heavenly  Spirit,  source  of  peace, 
A  Sabbath  o'er  my  soul. 

4  When  will  my  pilgrimage  be  done, 

The  world's  long  week  be  o'er. 
That  Sabbath  dawn,  which  needs  no  floxii 
That  day,  which  f«ji^a  ivo  more  ? 
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EVENING. 

HYMN  349.  L.  M. 

THUS  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on ; 
Thas  far  His  power  prolongs  my  days ; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  His  praise. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ; 
But  He  forgives  my  follies  past ; 
He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

^  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  Thy  voice  to  rend  my  tomb. 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

HYMN  350.  III.  1. 

INTERVAL  of  grateful  shade. 
Welcome  to  my  weary  head ; 
Welcome  slumber  to  mine  eyes, 
Tired  with  glaring  vanities. 

2  My  great  Master  still  bestows 
Needful  seasons  of  repose: 
By  my  heav'nly  Father  blest. 
Thus  I  give  my  pow'rs  to  to«^ 


800  FAMILY    DEVOTION. 

8  Heavenly  Father  I  gracious  name ! 
Night  and  day  His  love  the  same: 
His  kind  eye  that  cannot  sleep, 
My  defenceless  hours  shall  keep. 

4  What  if  death  my  sleep  invade  ? 
Should  I  be  of  death  afraid  ? 
Whilst  encircled  by  Thine  arm, 
Death  may  strike,  but  cannof  harm. 

6  With  Thy  gracious  presence  blest. 
Death  is  life,  and  labour  rest: 
Welcome  sleep  or  death  to  me, 
Still  secure,  for  still  with  Thee. 


HYMN  351.  III.  8. 

SAYIOTJR,  breathe  an  evening  bless 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing ; 
Thou  canst  save  and  Thou  canst  hea 


2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us. 

Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly. 
Angel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us ; 
We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee ; 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 
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4    Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  as, 
And  command  us  to  the  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  ns, 
Clad  in  bright,  eternal  bloom. 


HYMN  352.  L.  M. 

MY  God,  how  endless  is  Thy  love  I 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new ; 
And  morning  mercies  from  above, 
Qently  distil  like  early  dew. 

Thon  spread 'st  the  curtain  of  the  night, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

I  yield  my  powers  to  Thy  command. 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  days ; 
Perpetual  blessings  from  Thy  hand, 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 


HYMN  353.  S.  M. 

TO-MORROW,  Lord,  is  Thine, 
Lodg'd  in  Thy  sovereign  hand ; 
And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  by  Thy  command. 

2  The  present  moment  flies, 
And  bears  our  life  away ; 
0,  make  Thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 

26 
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Since  on  this  winged  honr 

Eternity  is  hong, 
Waken  by  Thine  almighty  power 

The  aged  and  the  yoang. 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care ; 

O,  be  it  still  pursued, 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  neyer  be  renew'd. 

5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly, 

Swift  as  the  morning  light. 
Lest  life's  young  golden  beam  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night. 

HYMN  354.  L.  M. 

SUN  of  my  soul  I   Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near ; 
Oh  I  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought — how  sweet  to  res 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  tUI  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live : 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wa 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  f 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 

We  lose  ourselvea  m  heayen  above. 
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HYMN  355.  III.  1. 

Parting. 

FOR  a  season  calPd  to  part» 
Let  us  now  ourselves  commend 
To  the  gracious  eye  and  heart 
Of  our  ever-present  Friend. 

2  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  prayer ; 
Tender  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep, 
Let  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  care 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

^  In  Thy  strength  may  we  be  strong ; 
Sweeten  every  cross  and  pain  ; 
Spare  us,  that  we  may,  ere  long, 
Meet  and  worship  Thee  again. 

HYMN  356.  C.  M. 

SAYIOUR 1  in  mercy  hear  the  sighs 
Which  unto  Thee  we  send ; 
To  Thee  our  inmost  spirit  cries, 
Our  Life,  our  Hope,  our  End  1 

8  Abide  with  us,  and  with  Thy  light 
Illume  the  soul's  abyss; 
Dispel  the  darkness  of  our  night, 
Bring  in  Thy  day  of  bliss. 

HYMN  357.  L.  M. 

OH  God,  creation's  secret  Force, 
Thyself  unmov'd,  all  motion's  source, 
Who  from  the  mom  till  evening's  ray 
Through  all  it8  changes  gu\d?8t  t\v^  dAii  \ 
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2  Orant  ns,  when  this  short  life  is  past, 
The  glorioas  evening  that  shall  last; 
That,  by  a  holy  death  attained, 
Eternal  glory  may  be  gain'd. 

HYMN  358.  III.  2. 

Saturday  Evening. 

SAFELY  through  another  week, 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way; 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek 

On  th'  approaching  holy  day; 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 
Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 

2  Mercies  multiplied  each  hour 

Through  the  week  our  praise  demand; 
Guarded  by  almighty  pow'r, 

Fed,  and,  guided  by  His  hand : 
Though  ungrateful  we  have  been, 
And  repaying  love  with  sin. 

3  While  we  pray  for  pard'ning  grace, 

Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  Thy  reconciled  face, 

Drive  away  our  sin  and  shame; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free. 
May  we  rest  this  night  with  Thee. 

4  When  the  mom  shall  bid  us  rise, 

May  we  feel  Thy  presence  near ; 
May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

When  we  in  Thy  house  appear : 
There  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  OUT  eyerlastmg  ie««\>. 
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5  May  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sonnd 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints ; 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound. 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints ; 

Such  the  days  of  rest  we  love, 

Till  we  join  the  church  above. 


FOR    CHILDREN. 

HYMN  359.  C.  M. 

BY  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
How  fair  the  lily  grows  I 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  I 

^  liO  1  such  the  child,  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 
\Vhose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

S  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
The  lily  must  decay; 
The  rose,  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill, 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

i  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wint'ry  hour 
Of  man's  maturer  age. 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power. 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 
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5  O  Thou,  who  givest  life  and  breath, 
We  seek  Thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age  and  death. 
To  keep  as  still  thine  own. 

HYMN  360.  0.  M. 

The  Lord^B-day  Morning. 

THIS  is  the  day  when  Christ  arose 
So  early  from  the  dead; 
Why  should  I  still  my  eyelids  close 
And  waste  my  hours  in  bed  I 

2  This  is  the  day  when  Jesus  broke 

The  powers  of  death  and  hell ; 
And  shall  I  still  wear  Satan's  yoke, 
And  love  my  sins  so  well  ? 

3  To-day  with  pleasure  Christians  meet. 

To  pray  and  hear  Thy  word ; 

And  I  would  go  with  cheerful  feet, 

To  learn  Thy  will,  0  Lord. 

4  I'll  leave  my  sport  to  read  and  pray, 

And  so  prepare  for  heaven: 
0  may  I  love  this  blessed  day 
The  best  of  all  the  seven. 

HYMN  361.  0.  M. 

MY  God,  who  makes  the  sun  to  know 
His  proper  hour  to  rise. 
And,  to  give  light  to  all  below, 
Dost  send  him  round  the  skies : 
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2  When,  from  the  chambers  of  the  east, 
His  morning  race  begins, 
He  never  tires,  nor  stops  to  rest, 
But  ronnd  the  world  he  shines : 

8  So,  like  the  snn,  wonld  I  fulfil 
The  business  of  the  day ; 
Begin  my  work  betimes,  and  still 
March  on  my  heavenly  way. 

4  Give  me,  0  Lord,  Thy  early  grace. 
Nor  let  my  soul  complain. 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  days 
Has  all  been  spent  in  vain. 

HYMN  362.  P.  M. 

THE  morning  bright. 
With  rosy  light. 
Has  waked  me  from  my  sleep ; 
Father,  I  own. 
Thy  love  alone 
Thy  little  one  doth  keep. 

2  All  through  the  day, 
I  humbly  pray. 

Be  Thou  my  guard  and  guide ; 

My  sins  forgive. 

And  let  me  live. 
Blest  Jesus,  near  Thy  side. 

3  Oh  I  make  Thy  rest 
Within  my  breast, 

Great  Spirit  of  all  grace ; 

Make  me  like  Thee, 

Then  shall  I  be 
Prepared  to  see  Thy  face. 
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HYMN  363.  C.  M. 

AND  now  another  day  is  gone, 
1^11  sing  my  Maker's  praise ; 
,  My  comforts  every  hour  make  known 
His  providence  and  grace. 

2  Bat  how  my  childhood  runs  to  waste  I 

My  sins  how  great  their  sum  I 
Lord,  give  me  pardon  for  the  past, 
And  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  toy  body  down  to  sleep, 

Let  angels  gnard  my  head; 
And  through  the  hours  of  darkness  keep 
Their  watch  around  my  bed. 

4  With  peaceful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes 

Since  Thou  wilt  not  remove; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
Rejoicing  in  Thy  love. 


HYMN  364.  C.  M. 

GREAT  God,  I  call  upon  Thy  name. 
And  bow  before  Thy  throne,  " 
Amid  the  silent  shades  of  night, 

Unwatch'd,  unseen,  alone. 
How  oft  amidst  the  glare  of  day, 

When  pleasure's  throng  was  nigh, 
I  have  forgotten  that  I  moved 
Beneath  Thy  watchful  eye ! 

2  Mine  eyes  have  dwelt  on  vanities, 
Thy  children  should  not  see  ; 
Mj  feet  forsook.  t\i^  ^\^^%«iv\,  ^^\.\\a^ 
That  lead  to  'ELe^i.^eii — \.o'l\vRft. 
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I  kneel  and  humbly  own  my  sin, 

With  many  a  tear  and  prayer: 
My  soul  hath  dwelt  'mid  earthly  joys, 

And  found  no  pleasure  there. 

8  I  know,  I  feel,  my  own  dear  Lord  I 

I  ne'er  can  happy  be, 
Unless  my  soul  shall  centre  all 

Its  hopes,  its  love  in  Thee. 
Be  faithful,  then,  my  wayward  heart  I 

Let  worldly  joys  grow  dim ; 
Thou'rt  made  for  God,  and  never  wilt 

Find  rest,  unless  in  Him. 

HYMN  365.  C.  M. 

ALMIGHTY  God,  Thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  shades  of  night : 
And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  Thy  sight. 

2  There's  not  a  sin  that  we  commit, 
Nor  wicked  word  we  say, 
But  in  Thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 
Against  the  judgment-day. 

)  And  roust  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 
Be  read  and  publish 'd  there  ? 
Be  all  exposed  before  the  sun. 
While  men  and  angels  hear? 

4  Lord,  at  Thy  feet  ashamed  I  lie, 
Upward  I  dare  not  look ; 
Pardon  my  sins  before  I  die. 
And  blot  them  from  Thy  book. 
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6  Remember  all  the  dying  pains 
That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  His  blood  wash  out  my  stains. 
And  answer  for  my  guilt. 


HYMN  see.  III.  3. 

JESTJS,  tender  Shepherd,  hear  us ; 
Bless  Thy  little  lambs  to-night : 
Through  the  darkness  be  Thou  near  us ; 
Keep  us  safe  till  morning  light. 

2  All  this  day  Thy  hand  has  led  us, 
And  we  thank  Thee  for  Thy  care ; 
Kindly  Thou  hast  clothed  us,  fed  us. 
Listen  to  our  evening  prayer  I 

8  May  our  sins  be  all  forgiven ; 
Bless  the  friends  we  love  so  well ; 
Take  us,  when  we  die,  to  heaven, 
Happy  there  with  Thee  to  dwell. 


HYMN  367.  C.  M. 

WHEN  daily  I  kneel  down  to  pray, 
As  I  am  taught  to  do, 
God  does  not  care  for  what  I  say 
Unless  I  feel  it  too. 

2  Yet  foolish  thoughts  my  heart  beguile, 
And  when  I  pray  or  sing, 
I'm  often  thinking  all  the  while 
About  some  other  thing. 
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8  Oh,  let  me  never,  never  dare 
To  act  a  trifler's  part, 
Or  think  that  God  will  hear  a  prayer 
That  comes  not  from  the  heart. 

4  But  if  I  make  His  ways  my  choice, 
As  holy  children  do, 
Then,  while  I  seek  Him  with  my  voice, 
My  heart  will  love  Him  too. 

HYMN  368.  P.  M. 

TWANT  to  be  Hke  Jesus, 
So  lowly  and  so  meek; 
For  no  one  marked  an  angry  word 
That  ever  heard  Him  speak. 

2  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer 
Alone  upon  the  mountain-top, 
He  met  His  Father  there. 

3  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

For  never  do  I  find 
That  He,  though  persecuted,  was 
To  any  one  unkind. 

4  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Engaged  in  doing  good. 
So  that  of  me  it  may  be  said, 
"She  hath  done  what  she  could.'' 

5  Alas  I  I'm  not  like  Jesus, 

As  any  one  may  see ; 
Oh,  gentle  Saviour,  send  Thy  grace 
And  make  me  like  to  Thee. 
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HYMN  369.  S.  M. 

WHEN  thou  art  kneeling  down  at  nigl 
Beside  thy  mother's  knee  to  praj, 
And  thinking  over  all  thy  sins, 
Done  through  the  busy  day; 

2  Then  call  to  mind  thy  brother's  wrong, 
To  strife  by  angry  passions  driven, 
And  in  thy  heart  forgive  him  all, 
As  thou  would'st  be  forgiven. 

8  Thou  hast  sinned  more  against  thy  QoD, 
Than  ever  brother  sinned  to  thee ; 
If  He  should  turn  away  His  face. 
How  wretched  wouldst  thou  be. 

4  Dost  thou  remember  when  thy  Lord 

Hung  on  His  cruel  Cross  so  long. 
How  in  His  agony  He  pray'd 
For  those  that  did  Him  wrong  ? 

5  They  nailed  His  hands,  they  pierced  His  f 

Their  angry  hearts  no  pity  knew, 
"  Father,  forgive  them,"  was  His  cry, 
"  They  know  not  what  they  do." 

6  Go,  seek  thy  little  brother's  side. 

And  press  to  his  thy  rosy  cheek. 
And  whisper  the  forgiveness  free 
He  is  too  proud  to  seek. 

1  Then  as  the  brightest  ray  from  heaven 
Doth  on  the  glittering  dewdrop  fall, 
Thy  penitence  shall  be  received, 
And  God  forgive  thee  all. 
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HYMN  370.  P.  M. 


c 


0MB,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking  I 
Now  is  breaking 

O'er  the  earth  another  day: 
Come,  to  Him  who  made  .this  splendor, 
See  thou  render 

All  thy  feeble  powers  can  pay. 

^  to !  how  all  of  breath  partaking, 
ftladly  waking. 

Hail  the  sun's  enlivening  light  I 
Plants  which  dews  of  morning  nourish, 
Hise  and  flourish. 

When  He  breaks  the  shades  of  night. 

^  Thou,  too,  hail  the  light  returning ; 
Ready  burning 

Be  the  incense  of  thy  powers. 
For  the  night  is  safely  ended ; 
God  hath  tended. 
With  His  care,  thy  helpless  hours. 

i  Pray  that  He  may  prosper  ever 
Each  endeavour, 

When  thine  aim  is  good  and  true ; 
But  that  He  may  ever  thwart  thee. 
And  convert  thee. 

When  thou  evil  wouldst  pursue. 
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6  Think  that  He  thy  ways  beholdeth" 
He  unfoldeth 

Every  fault  that  lurks  within  ; 
Every  stain  of  shame  glossed  over, 
Can  discover, 

And  discern  each  deed  of  sin. 

6  Fettered  to  the  fleeting  hours, 
All  our  powers, 

Vain  and  brief,  are  borne  away. 
Time,  my  soul,  thy  ship  is  steering, 
Onward  veering, 

To  the  gulf  of  death  a  prey. 

7  Mayst  thou,  then,  on  life's  last  morrow, 
Free  from  sorrow. 

Pass  away  in  slumber  sweet ; 
And,  released  from  death's  dark  sadness, 
Rise  in  gladness. 

That  far  brighter  Sun  to  greet. 


HYMN  37L  P.  M. 

THE  night  is  dark — behold  the  shade  was 
deeper 
In  the  still  garden  of  Oethsemane, 
When  that  calm  voice  awoke  the  weary  sleeper, 
''  Couldst  thou  not  watch  one  hour  alone  with 
me?» 

2  0  thou,  so  weary  of  thy  self-denials. 
And  so  impatient  of  thy  little  cross. 
Is  it  so  hard  to  bear  thy  daily  trials. 

To  count  all  earthly  things  a  gainful  loss  ? 


PSIYATE    DEVOTION.  315 

I  What  n  then  always  suflfer'st  tribnlation. 

What  if  thy  Christian  warfare  never  cease  ? 
The  gaining  of  the  quiet  habitation 
Shall  gather  thee  to  everlasting  peace. 

4  Here  are  we  all  to  suffer,  walking  lonely 

The  path  that  Jesus  once  Himself  hath  gone ; 
Watch  thou  this  hour  in  trustful  patience  only, 
This  one  dark  hour  before  the  eternal  dawn. 

5  And    He   will  come   in   His  own    time    from 

Heaven, 
To  set  his  earnest-hearted  children  free ; 
Watch  only  through  this  dark  and  painful  even. 
And  the  bright  morning  yet  will  break  for 
thee. 

HYMN  372.  CM. 

I  SOJOURN  in  a  vale  of  tears, 
Alas  1  how  can  I  sing  ? 
My  harp  doth  on  the  willows  hang. 

Untuned  in  every  string. 
My  music  is  a  captive's  chain ; 

Harsh  sounds  my  ears  do  fill; 
How  shall  I  sing  sweet  Sion's  song 
On  this  side  Sion's  hill? 

2  Come,  then,  my  ever  dearest  Lord, 

My  sweetest,  surest  friend; 
Come,  for  I  loathe  these  Kedar  tents ; 

Thy  fiery  chariot  send. 
What  have  I  here  ?  My  thoughts  and  joys, 

Are  all  before  me  gone ; 
My  eager  soul  would  follow  them 

To  Thine  eternal  throne. 
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3  What  have  I  in  this  barren  land  f 

My  Jesus  is  not  here ; 
Mine  eyes  will  ne'er  be  blest  until 

My  Jesus  doth  appear. 
My  Jesus  is  gone  up  to  Heaven, 

To  gain  a  place  for  me; 
For  'tis  His  will  that  where  He  is 

There  should  His  servant  be. 

4  Canaan  I  view  from  Pisgah's  top, 

Its  grapes  are  my  repast; 
My  Lord  who  sends  unto  me  here. 

Will  send  for  me  at  last. 
I  have  a  God  that  changeth  not, 

Why  should  I  be  perplexed? 
My  God  that  owns  me  in  this  world 

Will  own  me  in  the  next. 

5  Go  fearless,  then,  my  soul,  with  God 

Into  His  banquet-room ; 
Thou  who  hast  journey'd  with  Him  here, 

Go*  feast  with  Him  at  home. 
Yiew  death  with  a  believing  eye, 

It  hath  an  angel's  face; 
And  this  kind  angel  will  prefer 

Thee  to  an  angel's  place. 

6  My  dearest  friends  they  dwell  above ; 

Them  will  I  go  and  see ; 
And  all  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  soon  come  after  me. 
Fear  not  the  trump's  earth-rending  sound, 

Dread  not  the  day  of  doom ; 
For  He  that  is  to  be  thy  J«dge, 

Thy  Saviour  ia  become. 
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HYMN  373.  S.  M. 

I  WAS  a  foe  to  God, 
I  fonght  in  Satan's  host, 
I  trifled  all  His  grace  away, 

Alas  I  my  soul  was  lost  . 
Yet  God  forgets  my  sin, 

His  heart  with  pity  moved, 
He  wins  me,  dearest  Lord,  in  Thee ; 
Lo  I  thus  our  God  hath  loved. 

2  God  with  this  life  of  love. 

To  me  was  far  and  strange ; 
My  heart  clung  only  to  the  world 

Of  sight  and  sense  and  change ; 
In  thee,  Immanuel, 

Are  God  and  man  made  one; 
In  Thee  my  heart  hath  peace  with  God, 

And  union  in  the  Son. 

3  Oh,  ponder  this,  my  soul, 

Our  God  hath  loved  us  thus,   ^ 
That  e'en  His  only  dearest  Son 

He  freely  giveth  us; 
Thou  precious  gift  of  God, 

Thou  Saviour  of  my  soul. 
Forever  bound  to  Thee,  my  name. 

Among  Thy  host  enrol. 

HYMN  374.  S.  M. 

I  WAS  a  wandering  sheep, 
I  did  not  love  the  fold, 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
I  would  not  be  controlled. 

2r* 
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I  was  a  wayward  child, 
I  did  not  love  my  home; 

I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 
I  loved  afar  to  roam. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child, 
And  foUow'd  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
He  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famish'd,  and  faint  and  lone; 
He  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

And  saved  the  wand'ring  one. 

• 

3  He  spoke  in  tender  love, 

He  raised  my  drooping  head ; 
He  gently  closed  my  bleeding  wounds, 

My  fainting  soul  He  fed. 
He  wash'd  my  filth  away. 

He  made  me  clean  and  fair. 
He  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace. 

The  long-sought  wanderer. 

4  Jesus  ray  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  He  that  wash'd  me  in  His  blood, 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost. 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 
'Twas  Hq  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

5  I  was  a  wandering  sheep 

I  would  not  be  controll'd ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
I  love,  I  love  th&  foldl 
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I  was  a  wayward  child; 

I  once  prefer'd  to  roam, 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice ; 

I  love,  I  love  His  home  I 


HYMN  375.  IL  6. 

I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  spot  remains. 


2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus; 

All  fullness  dwells  in  Him, 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrow  shares. 

8  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine. 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ  the  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes 

His  name  abroad  is  pour'd. 
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4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loying,  lowly,  mild, 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesos, 

The  Father's  holy  Child. 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  hearenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 

To  learn  the  angel's  song. 

HYMN  376.  L.  M. 

I  SEND  the  joys  of  earth  away  ; 
Away,  ye  tempters  of  the  mind ; 
False  as  the  smooth,  deceitful  sea. 
And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind. 

2  Your  streams  were  floating  me  along, 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  despair : 
And  whilst  I  listened  to  your  song. 
Your  streams  had  ev'n  convey'd  me  there. 

8  Lord,  I  adore  Thy  matchless  grace 
That  warn'd  me  of  that  dark  abyss ; 
That  drew  me  from  those  treach'rons  seas 
And  bade  me  seek  superior  bliss. 

4  Now,  to  the  shining  realms  aboTC 

I  stretch  my  hands  and  glance  my  eyes  : 
Oh  I  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
To  bear  me  to  the  upper  skies. 

HYMN  377.  C.  M. 

FAR  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I'd  flee, 
From  strife  and  tumult  far; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 
His  most  succ^saivvV  ^«*\. 
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2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade. 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree  ; 
And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  Thee. 


3  There,  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 
And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
O  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 
She  communes  with  her  God  I 


4  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life  I 

Sweet  source  of  life  divine. 
And,  —  all  harmonious  names  in  one, — 
My  Saviour,  —  Thou  art  mine  I 

5  What  thanks  I  owe  Thee,  and  what  love, 

A  boundless,  endless  store. 
Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above. 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


HYMN  378.  L.  M. 

LORD,  Thou  hast  search'd  and  seen  me 
through ; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours, 
My  heart  and  fl^sh  with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts  before  they  are  my  own. 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known ; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 
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3  Within  Thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  Thy  hand ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 


4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  bright  I 
What  large  extent  I  what  lofty  height  I 
My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast, 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  O,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Wherever  I  rove,  wherever  I  rest; 

Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 


HYMN  379.  P.  M. 

SEND,  Lord,  Thy  light  amid  th' -encircling 
gloom. 
And  lead  me  on ; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home ; 

Lead  Thou  me  on  ; 
Keep  Thou  my  feet :  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene  ;  one  step^s  enough  for  me. 


2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  pray'd  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path  ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on  1 
I  loved  day's  dazzling  light,  and  spite*  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years  1 
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3  So  long  Thy  power  hath  bless'd  me,  sarelj 

still 
'Twill  lead  me  on 
Through  dreary  hours,  through  pain  and  sorrow, 
till 
The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  haye  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 

HYMN  380.  P.  M. 

MY  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray. 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 
Oh  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say. 

Thy  will  be  done. 

2  If  Thou  should'st  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize  —  it  ne'er  was  mine ; 
I  only  yield  Thee  what  was  Thine ; 

Thy  will  be  done. 

8  Should  pining  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay, 
My  Father,  still  I  strive  to  say, 

Thy  will  be  done. 

4  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest. 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest. 

Thy  will  be  done. 

5  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day. 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

Thy  will  be  done. 
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6  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer,  oft  mix'd  with  tears  before, ' 
111  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 

Thy  will  be  done. 

HYMN  38L  L.  M. 

HO  W  do  Thy  mercies  close  me  round  1 
Forever  be  Thy  name  adored  ; 
I  blush  in  all  things  to  abound  ; 
The  servant  is  above  his  Lord. 

2  In  poverty  His  life  began, 

A  suffering  life  my  master  led  ; 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  man. 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

3  But  lo  I  a  place  He  hath  prepared 

For  me,  whom  watchful  angels  keep ; 
Yea  He  Himself  becomes  my  guard ; 
He  smoothes  my  bed,  and  gives  me  slee] 

4  Jesus  protects :  my  fears  be  gone  : 

What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move  ? 
Safe  in  Thine  arms  I  lay  me  down. 
Thine  everlasting  arms  of  love. 

HYMN  382.  L.  M. 

BE  with  me,  Lord,  wherever  I  go ; 
Show  me  what  Thou  would'st  have  me  i 
Direct  my  thoughts  and  words  this  day, 
And  guide  me  in  the  narrow  way. 
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2  Prevent  me,  lest  I  harbour  pride, 
And  in  my  native  strength  confide ; 
Show  me  mj  weakness,  let  me  see 

1  have  my  power,  my  all  from  Thee. 

3  Assist  and  teach  me  how  to  pray ; 
Incline  my  nature  to  obey; 
What  Thou  abhorrest  let  me  flee. 
And  only  love  what  pleaseth  Thee. 

4  Ever  my  kind  Protector  prove ; 
Enrich  me  always  with  Thy  love ; 
Make  me  with  Thy  forgiveness  blest, 
And  let  Thy  Spirit  on  me  rest. 

HYMN  383.  S.  M. 

A  SWEETLY  solemn  thought, 
Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er. 
To-day,  I'm  nearer  to  my  home 
Than  e'er  I've  been  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 

Where  many  mansions  be ; 
And  nearer  to  the  great  white  throne. 
Nearer  the  jasper  sea; 

8  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  falls  my  burden  down  ; 

Nearer  to  where  I  leave  my  cross, 

And  where  I  gain  my  crown. 

4  Saviour,  perfect  my  trust, 
Complete  my  faith  in  Thee ; 
And  let  me  feel  as  if  I  stood 
Close  on  eternity; 

28 


326  PBIYATE    DEVOTION 

5  Feel  as  if  now  my  feet 

Were  slipping  o'er  the  brink ; 
For  I  may  now  be  nearer  home, 
Mach  nearer  than  I  think. 


HYMN  384.  II.  5. 

ABIDE  with  me  1   Fast  falls  the  eventide, 
.The  darkness  thickens ;  Lord,  with  me  abide. 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  0  abide  with  me  I 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  oat  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away: 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

0  Thoa,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me  I 

3  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word, 
But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples,  Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  f^ee, 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide,  with  me. 

4  Come,  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings ; 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings, 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea, 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  thus  abide  with  me. 

5  Thou  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile. 
And  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhfle. 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  Thee, 

On  to  the  close,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me  I 
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6  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's 

power  ? 
Who,  like  Thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  0  abide  with  me  I 

7  I  fear  no  foe  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness. 
Where   is   death's   sting?    where,    grave,    thy 

victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

8  Hold  Thou  the  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the 

skies ; 
Heaven's    morning   breaks,    and    earth's    vain 

shadows  flee, 
In  life,  in  death,  0  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


INSICKNESS. 

HYMN  385.  III.  1. 

• 

jnpWAS  the  good  Physician  now, 

L    Soothed  my  cheek  and  bathed  my  brow ; 
Whispering  as  His  hand  He  laid, 
"It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

2  God  of  life,  and  health,  and  grace, 
.  Hear  from  Heaven,  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
Hear  in  mercy  and  forgive, 
Bid  Thy  child  believe  and  live. 
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8  Bless  me,  and  I  shall  be  blest ; 
Soothe  me,  and  I  shall  have  rest; 
Fix  my  heart,  my  hopes  above  ; 
Love  me,  Lord,  for  Thou  art  love. 


HYMN  386.  IIL  3. 

TARRY  with  me,  0  my  Saviour, 
For  the  day  is  passing  by  ; 
See  !  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 
And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

2  Many  friends  were  gathered  round  me. 

In  the  bright  days  of  the  past ; 
But  the  grave  has  closed  about  them, 
And  I  linger  here  at  last. 

3  Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows ; 

Paler  now  the  glowing  West ; 

Swift  the  night  of  death  advances ; 

Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest  ? 

4  Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying, 

Lord,  I  cast  myself  on  Thee ; 
Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness  I 
While  I  sleep,  still  watch  by  me. 

6  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour  1 
Lay  my  head  upon  Thy  breast 
TUl  the  morning ;  then  awake  me, 
Morning  of  eternal  rest ! 
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HYMN  387.  0.  M. 

The  Lord's  Day. 

THOTJSANDS,  O  Lord  of  Hosts,  to-day 
Within  Thy  temples  meet ; 
And  tens  of  thousands  throng  to  pay 
Their  homage  at  Thy  feet. 

2  They  sing  Thy  deeds,  as  I  have  sung, 

In  sweet  and  solemn  lays ; 
Were  I  among  them,  my  glad  tongue 
Might  learn  new  themes  of  praise. 

3  The  dew  lies  thick  on  all  the  ground, 

Shall  my  poor  fleece  be  dry  f 
The  manna  rains  from  heaven  around, 
Shall  I  of  hunger  die  ? 

4  Behold  Thy  prisoner ;  loose  ray  bands, 

If  *tis  Thy  gracious  will ; 

If  not,  contented  in  Thy  hands 

Behold  Thy  prisoner  still. 

5  I  may  not  to  Thy  courts  repair. 

Yet  here  Thou  surely  art; 
Lord,  consecrate  a  house  of  prayer 
Within  my  stricken  heart. 

HYMN  388.  C.  M. 

GLORY  to  Thee,  Thou  righteous  God, 
Righteous  yet  kind  to  me  ; 
For  while  I  feel  the  smarting  rod, 
The  Father's  hand  I  see. 
28* 
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2  In  tenderness  Thou  dost  chastise, 
In  mercy  dost  reprove ; 
"  My  Father,"  all  within  me  cries, 
"  Thy  ways  are  truth  and  love." 


DEATH. 
HYMN  389.  L.  M. 

The  Sepulchre  in  the  Garden. —John  ZDC.  41. 

THE  sepulchres,  how  thick  they  stand 
Through  all  the  road  on  either  hand. 
And  burst  upon  the  starting  sight 
In  every  garden  of  delight. 

2  Thither  the  winding  alleys  tend  ; 
There  all  the  flowery  borders  end : 
And  forms  that  charm'd  the  eye  before. 
Fragrance  and  music  are  no  more. 

3  Deep  in  that  damp  and  silent  cell, 
My  fathers  and  my  brethren  dwell ; 
Beneath  its  broad  and  gloomy  shade 
My  kindred,  and  my  friends  are  laid. 

4  But  while  I  tread  the  solemn  way. 
My  faith  that  Saviour  would  survey. 
Who  deigned  to  sojourn  in  the  tomb, 
And  lightened  up  its  fearful  gloom. 
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2  My  thongbts,  with  ecstasy  anknown, 

While  from  His  grave  they  view  His  throne, 
Through  my  own  sepulchre  can  see 
A  paradise  reserved  for  me. 


HYMN  390.  C.  M 

GREAT  God,  we  own  Thy -sovereign  hand, 
Thy  faithful  care  we  own  I 
Wisdom  and  love  are  all  Thy  ways, 
When  most  to  ns  unknown. 


2  To  Thee  we  yield  our  comforts  up ; 

To  Thee  our  lives  resign ; 
In  straits  and  dangers,  rich  and  safe, 
If  we  and  ours  are  Thine  I 

3  Thy  saints  in  earlier  life  removed 

In  sweeter  accents  sing, 
And  bless  the  swiftness  of  their  flight 
That  bore  them  to  the  King  1 

4  The  burdens  of  a  lengthen'd  day 

With  patience  may  we  bear, 
And  in  our  dying  hours  attest 
Thy  wisdom,  love,  and  care  I 


HYMN  391.  P.  M. 

LIFT  not  thou  the  wailing  voice  ; 
Weep  not  —  'tis  a  Christian  dieth  ; 
Up,  where  the  blessed  saints  rejoice, 
Ransom'd  now,  the  spirit  flieth : 


832  DEATH. 

Freed  from  earth  and  earthly  failing, 
Lift  for  him  no  voice  of  wailing  ; 
High  in  heaven's  own  light  he  dwelleth ; 
Full  the  song  of  triumph  swelleth. 


2  Pour  not  thou  the  bitter  tear; 

Heaven  its  book  of  comfort  opeth : 
Bids  thee  sorrow  not,  nor  fear, 

But  as  one  who  always  hopeth ; 
Humbly  here  in  faith  relying. 
Peacefully  in  Jesus  dying, 
Heavenly  joy  his  eye  is  flushing, 
Why  should  thine  with  tears  be  gushing  ? 

8  They  who  die  in  Christ  are  blest ; 

Ours  then  be  no  thought  of  grieving ; 
Sweetly  with  their  God  they  rest. 

All  their  toils  and  troubles  leaving ; 
So  be  ours  the  faith  that  saveth, 
Hope,  that  every  trial  braveth. 
Love,  that  to  the  end  endureth. 
And,  through  Christ,  the  crown  secnretL 


HYMN  392.  IIL  L 

HARK  I  a  voice  divides  the  sky, 
Happy  are  the  faithful  dead, 
In  the  Lord  who  sweetly  diel 

They  from  all  their  toils  are  freed ; 
Them  the  Spirit  hath  declared 

Blest,  unutterably  blest; 
Jesus  is  their  great  reward, 
Jesus  is  their  endless  rest. 
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2  Followed  by  their  works  they  go, 

Where  their  Head  is  gone  before ; 
KecoDciled  by  grace  below, 

Grace  hath  open'd  mercy's  door; 
Justified  through  faith  alone, 

Here  they  knew  their  sins  forgiven ; 
Here  they  laid  their  burden  down, 

Hallow'd  and  made  meet  for  heaven. 


HYMN  393.  II.  1. 

IF  death  my  friend  and  me  divide, 
Thou  dost  not,  Lord,  my  sorrow  chide. 
Or  frown  my  tears  to  see ; 
Restrained  from  passionate  excess, 
Thou  bidst  me  mourn  in  calm  distress 
For  those  that  rest  in  Thee. 


2  I  feel  a  strong,  immortal  hope. 
Which  bears  my  mournful  spirit  up, 

Beneath  its  mountain  load: 
Redeemed  from  death,  and  grief,  and  pain, 
I  soon  shall  find  my  friend  again 

Within  the  arms  of  God. 


3  Pass  a  few  fleeting  moments  more, 
And  death  the  blessing  shall  restore. 

Which  death  hath  snatched  away; 
For  me  Thou  wilt  the  summows  send, 
And  give  me  back  my  parted  friend, 

In  that  eternal  day. 
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HYMN  394.  III.  3. 
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BROTHER,  thou  art  gone  before  ns ; 
Where  thy  saintly  soul  has  flown,     ** 
Tears  are  wiped  away  forever, 
.    And  all  sorrow  is  unknown  : 
5y  the  burden' of  the  body 

Never  more  to  be  opprest, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

2  O'er  the  toilsome  way  thou'st  travePd, 

And  endured  the  heavy  load ; 
Christ  hath  brought  thy  footsteps  languid 

Safely  to  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  art  resting  now,  like  Laz'rus, 

On  thy  heavenly  Father's  breast. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

3  Sin  no  more  can  taint  thy  spirit. 

Nor  can  doubt  thy  faith  assail ; 
Thou  thy  welcome  hast  received, 

Now  thy  strength  shall  never  fail ; 
And  thou'rt  sure  to  meet  the  holy. 

Whom  on  earth  thou  loved'st  best, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

4  To  thy  grave  we  sadly  bear  thee. 

There  in  dust  we  place  thy  head ; 
O'er  thee  now  the  turf  is  pressing, 
1  And  all  green  t\\y  xiortow  hod. 


PEATH.  88S 

But  thy  spirit  soars  to  glory, 

Free,  among  the  faithful  blest, 
h.K.  re  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

4  When  the  Lord  shall  send  His  summons 

Unto  us,  yet  left  behind, 
May  we,  by  the  world  untainted, 

Gracious  welcome  with  thee  find ; 
Each  like  thee  in  peace  departing 

To  the  dwellings  of  the  blest, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

HYMN  395.  II.  5. 

GO  to  the  grave  in  all  thy  glorious  prime, 
In  all  the  vigour  of  thy  zeal  and  power ; 
A  Christian  cannot  die  before  his  time ; 
The  Lord's  appointment  is  the  servant's  hour. 

S  Go  to  the  grave ;  at  noon  from  labour  cease  , 

Rest  on  thy  sheaves ;  the  harvest-task  is  done ; 
'     Come  from  the  heat  of  battle,  and  in  peace, 
Soldier,  go  home ;  with  thee  the  fight  is  won. 

.8  Go  to  the  grave  ;  for  there  thy  Saviour  lay 
In  death's  embraces,  ere  He  rose  on  high ; 
And  all  the  ransom'd,  by  that  narrow  way, 
Pass  to  eternal  life  beyond  the  sky: 

4  Go  to  the  grave ;  —  no,  take  thy  seat  above ; 
Be  thy  pure  spirit  present  with  the  Lord, 
Where  thou  for  faith  and  hope  hast  perffect  love, 
**  And  open  vision  for  the  written  word. 
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HYMN  396.  L.  M. 

WHY  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  T 
What  tim'rous  worms  we  mortals  are 
Death  is  the  gate  to  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 


2  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife, 

Fright  our  approaching  souls  away ; 
And  we  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  O  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet, 

My  soul  would  stretch  her  wings  in  haste 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate. 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  pass'd. 

i  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are  ; 
While  on  His  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 

HYMN  397.  0.  M. 

AND  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 
And  let  it  faint  or  die ; 
My  soul  shall  quit  this  mournful  vale, 

And  soar  to  worlds  on  high  ; 
Shall  join  the  disembodied  saints. 
And  find  its  long-sought  rest; 
The  only  bliss  for  which  it  pants, 
In  the  Redeemer's  breast. 
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2  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now  the  cross  sustain ; 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down, 

And  smile  at  toil  and  pain. 
I  snflFer  my  appointed  years, 

Till  my  Deliverer  come, 
And  wipe  away  His  servant's  tears, 

And  take  His  exile  home. 


3  0  what  hath  Jesns  bought  for  me  I 

Before  my  ravish'd  eyes, 
Rivers  of  life  divine  I  see, 

And  trees  of  paradise ! 
1  see  a  world  of  spirits  bright, 

Who  taste  the  pleasures  there  I 
They  all  are  robed  in  spotless  white. 

And  conquerors'  palms  they  bear. 

4  O,  what  are  all  my  sufferings  here, 

If,  Lord,  Thou  count  me  meet, 
With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear. 

And  worship  at  thy  feet  I 
Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away; 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 

In  that  eternal  day. 


HYMN  398.  HI.  1. 

THOUGH  I  walk  the  downward  shade. 
Deepening  through  the  vale  of  death. 
Yet  I  will  not  be  afraid, 

But,  with  my  departing  breath, 
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I  will  glory  in  my  God, 

In  my  Savionr  I  will  trust, 
Strengtben'd  by  His  staff  and  rod. 

While  this  body  falls  to  dnst. 

2  Soon  on  wings,  on  wings  of  love, 

My  transported  sonl  shall  rise. 
Like  the  home-returning  dove, 

Yanishing  through  boundless  skies ; 
Then,  where  death  shall  be  no  more, 

Sin  nor  suffering  e'er  molest. 
All  my  days  of  mourning  o'er. 

In  his  presence  I  shaU  rest 

HYMN  899.  L.  M. 

THE  moment  comes,  the  only  one 
Of  all  my  time  to  be  foretold ; 
Though  when,  and  where,  and  how,  can  none 
Of  all  the  race  of  man  unfold. 

2  That  moment  comes,  when  strength  must  fail, 

When,  health  and  hope  and  comfort  flown, 
I  must  go  down  into  the  vale 

And  shade  of  death,  with  Thee  alone. 

3  Then,  when  the  undying  spirit  lands 

Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  trod. 
And  in  the  unveil'd  presence  stands 
Of  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  flod ; 

4  Be  mine  eternal  portion  this. 

Since  Thou  wert  always  here  with  me, 
That  I  may  view  Thy  face  in  bliss, 
And  be  for  evermore  with  Thee. 
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HYMN  400.  C.  M. 

ON  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 
And  cast  a  wistful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  O,  the  transporting  raptnrons  soene, 
That  rises  to  my  sight  I 

Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight  I 

3  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day ; 

There  God,  the  Son,  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

4  No  chilling  winds  nor  poisonous  breath, 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death. 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 
And  be  forever  blest  ? 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  in  His  bosom  rest? 

6  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptur'd  soul 
Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 

Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 
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HYMN  40L  0.  M. 

THEKE  is  a  good  and  pleasant  land, 
On  this  side  Jordan's  stream  ; 
Where  happy  saints  delighted  stand, 
And  bask  in  glory's  beam. 

2  Lord,  let  me  know,  before  I  die, 

The  wonders  of  Thy  hand ; 
And  let  me  see,  with  mortal  eye, 
That  good  and  pleasant  land. 

3  And  when  Thy  sovereign  voice  shall  say, 

"The  World  is  not  thy  rest; 
Arise,  depart,  and  come  away. 
To  realms  completely  blest;" 

4  Then  shall  my  terrors  all  have  ceased, 

Thy  footprints  I  shall  see, 
My  Lord,  my  God,  my  great  High-Prieg 
And  I  will  pass  to  Thee  I 

5  If  I  have  found  upon  the  way 

A  good  and  pleasant  land; 
What  shall  I  find,  when  I  survey 
The  joys  at  Thy  right  hand  ? 

HYMN  402.  S.  M. 

FOREVER  with  the  Lord  I 
Amen,  so  let  it  be : 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 
'Tis  immortality. 
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2  Here  in  the  body  pent,  YI 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Home  of  my  sonl,  how  near 
At  times  to  faith's  illumined  eye 
Thy  golden  gates  appear  I 

4  Ah  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 

5  Yet  clouds  will  intervene, 

And  all  my  prospect  flies; 
Like  Noah's  dove,  I  flit  between 
Bough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 

6  Lord,  bid  the  clouds  depart, 

/     The  winds  and  waters  cease. 
And  sweetly  o'er  my  gladden'd  heart 
Expand  Thy  bow  of  peace. 

HYMN  403.  L.  M. 

THE  hour  of  my  departure's  come, 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  0  Lord  !  let  trouble  cease. 
And  let  Thy  servant  go  in  peace. 

2  The  race  appointed  I  have  run. 
The  fight  is  o'er,  the  prize  is  won ; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high. 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sk^.  ^ 
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3  Not  in  mine  innocence  I  trust : 
I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 

And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

4  I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear, 
Save  for  the  friends  I  hold  so  dear; 
To  heal  their  sorrows,  Lord,  descend, 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 

5  I  come,  I  come,  at  Thy  command, 
I  yield  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand; 
Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms. 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

6  The  hour  of  my  departure's  come, 

I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home  : 
Now,  O  my  God  I  let  troubles  cease ; 
Now  let  Thy  servant  go  in  peace. 

HYMN  404.  III.  L 

DEATHLESS  spirit,  come,  arise, 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies ; 
Pearl  of  price  by  Jesus  bought. 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought, 
Go  to  shine  before  His  throne. 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown ; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn, 
Born  of  God  —  to  God  return. 

2  Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away ; 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove. 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love  : 
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Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him; 
No  one  object  of  his  care 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

3  Saints  in  glory  perfect  made, 

Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade ; 
Ardent  for  thy  coming  o'er, 
See,  they  throng  the  blissful  shore ; 
Mount,  their  transports  to  improve, 
Join  the  longing  choir  above ; 
Swiftly  to  their  wish  be  given, 
Kindle  higher  joy  in  heaven. 

HYMN  405.  IV.  2. 

TO  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 
My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 
Oh  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up. 
And  waft  me  away  to  His  throne. 

2  My  Saviour,  whom  absent  I  love, 

Whom,  not  having  seen,  I  adore, 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 
All  glory,  dominion,  and  power : 

3  Dissolve  Thou  the  bands  that  detain 

My  soul  from  her  portion  in  Thee, 
Oh,  strike  off  the  adamant  chain, 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

4  Then  that  happy  era  begins. 

When  arrayed  in  Thy  glory  I  shine, 
And  no  longer  pierce  with  my  sins 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline. 
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5  Oh,  then  shall  the  vefl  be  removed, 
And  round  me  Thy  brightness  be  p 
I  shall  see  Him  whom  absent  I  loTed, 
Whom,  not  having  seen,  I  adored. 
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HYMN  406.  0.  M 

THE  Angel  comes,  he  comes  to  rea 
The  harvest  of  the  Lord  : 
O'er  all  the  earth,  with  fatal  sweep. 
Wide  waves  his  flaming  sword. 

2  And  who  are  thej  in  sheaves,  to  bide 
The  fire  of  vengeance,  bound  f 
The  tares,  whose  rank  luxuriant  pride 
Choked  the  fair  crop  around. 

8  And  who  are  they  reserved  in  store, 
God's  treasure-house  to  fill  ? 
The  wheat  an  hundred-fold  that  bore 
Amid  surrounding  ill. 

4  O  King  of  mercy,  grant  us  pow'r 

The  fiery  wrath  to  flee ; 
In  thy  destroying  angePs  hour, 
O  gather  us  to  Thee  I 

5  To  praise  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine. 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
Let  saints  and  angels  join^ 
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HYMN  407.  III.  3.  . 

TH A  T  great  day  of  wrath  and  terror, 
That  last  day  of  woe  and  doom, 
Like  a  thief  that  comes  at  midnight 
On  the  sons  of  men  shall  come  ; 

2  When  the  King  of  heavenly  glory 

Shall  assume  His  throne  on  high  ; 
When  the  bands  of  all  His  angels 
Shall  be  near  Him  in  the  sky ; 

3  When  the  sun  shall  turn  to  sackcloth. 

And  the  moon  be  red  as  blood ; 
When  the  stars  shall  fall  from  heaven, 
As  the  leaves  fall  in  a  wood. 

4  Therefore  man,  while  yet  thou  mayest. 

From  the  tempter's  malice  fly, 

Give  thy  bread  to  feed  the  hungry. 

If  thou  seek'st  to  win  the  sky. 

5  Let  thy  loins  be  straightly  girded, 

Life  be  pure,  and  heart  be  right. 
That  whene'er  the  Bridegroom  cometh. 
Full  thy  lamp  may  shine  and  bright. 


HYMN  408.  P.M. 

Bies  Iree. 

DAY  of  wrath  I  That  day  of  mourning, 
See  I  once  more  the  cross  returning, 
Heaven  and  earth  in  ashes  bumm^. 
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2  O  what  fear  man's  bosom  rendeth, 
When  from  heaven  the  Jndge  deBcendetb 
On  whose  sentence  all  dependeth  ! 

3  Lo  1  the  trnmpet's  wondrons  swelling, 
Peals  thro'  each  sepulchral  dwelling, 
All  before  the  Throne  compelling. 

4  Death  is  struck,  and  nature  quaking, 
All  creation  is  awaking, 

To  its  Judge  an  answer  making. 

5  Lo,  the  book,  exactly  worded ! 
Wherein  all  hath  been  recorded  ; 
Thence  shall  judgment  be  awarded. 

6  When  the  Judge  His  seat  attaineth, 
And  each  hidden  deed  arraigneth, 
Nothing  unaveng'd  remaineth. 

1  What  shall  I,  frail  man,  be  pleading  1 
Who  for  me  be  interceding  ? 
When  the  just  are  mercy  needing. 

8  King  of  Majesty  tremendous. 
Who  dost  free  salvation  send  us, 
Fount  of  pity !  then  befriend  us  I 

9  Think,  kind  Jesu  I  my  salvation 
Cost  Thy  wondrous  Incarnation ; 
Leave  me  not  to  reprobation ! 

10  Faint  and  weary  Thou  hast  sought  me, 
On  the  cross  of  suff 'ring  bought  me  ; 
Shall  such  grace  in  vain  be  brought  me  I 
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11  Righteous  Judge  of  retribution, 
Grant  Thy  gift  of  absolution, 
Ere  that  day's. dread  execution. 

12  Guilty,  now  I  pour  my  moaning, 
All  my  shame  with  anguish  owning ; 
Spare,  O  God  I  Thy  suppliant,  groaning  I 

13  Thou  the  harlot  gav'st  remission, 
Heardst  the  dying  thief's  petition  : 
Hopeless  else  were  my  condition. 

1 4  Worthless  are  my  pray'rs  and  sighing. 
Yet,  good  Lord,  in  grace  complying, 
Rescue  me  from  fires  undying  I 

16  With  Thy  favoured  sheep,  0  place  me  ! 
Nor  among  the  goats  abase  me ; 
But  to  Thy  right  hand  upraise  me. 

16  While  the  wicked  are  confounded, 
Doom'd  to  flames  of  woe  unbounded, 
Call  me,  with  Thy  saints  surrounded. 

17  Bow  my  heart  in  meek  submission 
Strewn  with  ashes  of  contrition  — 
Succour  Thou  my  last  condition. 

18  Day  of  sorrows,  day  of  weeping. 
When  in  dust  no  longer  sleeping, 
Man  awakes  in  Thy  dread  keeping  ! 

19  To  the  rest  Thou  didst  prepare  him 
On  Thy  Cross,  O  Christ,  upbear  him  : 
Spare,  O  God,  in  mercy  spare  him. 
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HYMN  409.  P.  M. 

STAND  th'  omnipotent  decree, 
Jehovah's  will  be  done  ; 
Nature's  end  we  wait  to  see, 
And  hear  her  final  groan. 
Let  those  ponderous  orbs  descend 

And  grind  us  into  dust; 
Let  this  earth  dissolve  and  blend 
The  wicked  and  the  just : 


2  Rests  secure  the  righteous  man ; 

At  his  Redeemer's  beck, 
Sure  to  emerge  and  rise  again, 

And  mount  above  the  wreck ; 
Lo  I  the  heavenly  spirit  towers. 

Like  flames  o'er  nature's  pyre ; 
Triumphs  in  immortal  powers, 

And  spreads  his  wings  of  fire. 

3  Resting  in  this  glorious  hope 

To  be  at  last  restored. 
Yield  we  now  our  bodies  up 

To  earthquake,  plague,  or  sword  ; 
Listening  for  the  trump  divine. 

The  latest  of  the  seven, 
Soon  our  soul  and  form  shall  join, 

And  both  ascend  to  heaven. 
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HYMN  410.  C.  M. 

GIVE  me  the  wiugs  of  faith  to  rise 
Within  the  veil,  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys. 
How  bright  their  glories  be  I 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 

And  wet  their  coach  with  tears ; 
They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now. 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came  ? 

They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. 

4  They  mark'd  the  footsteps  that  He  trod. 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast, 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 

5  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise. 

For  His  own  pattern  given ; 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 

HYMN  41L  III  3. 

MINE  be  Zion's  habitation, 
Zion,  David^s  sure  foundation  -^ 
Christ  its  glory,  light  immortal, 
God  its  builder,  pearl  each  portal. 
30 
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2  Crystal  gold  its  streets,  the  nation 
Of  the  saved  its  population ; 
Peace  there  dwelleth  uninvaded, 
Spring  perpetual,  bloom  unfaded. 

3  Harpers  strike  their  harps  of  gladness, 
There  is  known  no  sound  of  sadness, 
None  a  sigh  for  pleasure  sendeth. 
None  can  err  and  none  offendeth. 

4  All  partakers  of  one  nature, 
Grow  in  Christ  to  heavenly  stature, 
Home  celestial,  home  eternal. 
Girt  around  by  love  supernal! 

5  Saviour,  grant  me,  with  the  blessed. 
Of  Thy  rest  to  be  possessed. 
And  amid  the  joys  it  bringeth. 
Sing  the  song  that  none  else  singeth. 

HYMN  412.  0.  M. 

0  MOTHER  dear,  Jerusalem, 
When  shall  I  come  to  thee? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  t 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 

2  O  happy  harbour  of  God's  saints  I 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
In  thee  no  sorrow  can  be  found. 
Nor  grief,  nor  care,  nor  toil. 

3  No  murky  cloud  overshadows  thee, 

Nor  gloom,  nor  darksome  night ; 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun ; 
For  God  Himself  gives  light. 
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4  Thy  walls  are  made  of  precioas  stoneSy 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond-square. 
Thy  gates  are  all  of  orient  pearl : 
O  God  I  if  I  were  there  I 

5  O  my  sweet  home,  Jerusalem  I 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
The  King  that  sitteth  on  thy  throne 
In  His  felicity? 

6  Thy  gardens,  and  thy  goodly  walks 

Continually  are  green, 
Where  grow  such  sweet  and  pleasant  flowers 
As  nowhere  else  are  seen. 

7  Bight  l^hrough  thy  streets,  with  pleasing  sound 

The  living  waters  flow. 
And  on  the  banks,  on  either  side, 
^     The  trees  of  life  do  grow. 

8  Those  trees  each  month  yield  ripen'd  fruit; 

For  evermore  they  spring. 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth 
To  thee  their  honours  bring. 

9  O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem  I 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ? 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 

HYMN  413.  C.  M. 

JEKITSALEM,  my  happy  home  I 
Name  ever  dear  to  me  I 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 
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2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-bnilt  waDs 

And  pearly  gates  behold, 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know; 
Bless'd  seats  I  through  rnde  and  stormy  sceni 
I  onward  press  to  yon. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  from  pain  and  wo. 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Around  my  Saviour  stand; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below, 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home  1 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee. 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

HYMN  414.  P.  M. 

JERTJSALEM I  high  tow'r  thy  glorious  wa 
Would  God  I  were  in  thee  I 
Desire  of  thee  my  longing  heart  enthrals, 

Desire  at  home  to  be: 
Wide  from  the  world  outleaping. 

O'er  hill  and  vale  and  plain. 
My  soul's  strong  wing  is  sweeping, 
Thy  portals  ,to  attain. 
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2  O  gladsome  day,  and  yet  more  gladsome  hour ! 

When  shall  that  hour  have  come, 
When  my  rejoicing  soul  its  own  free  pow'r 

May  use  in  going  home  ? 
Itself  to  Jesus  giving, 

In  trust  to  His  own  hand, 
To  dwell  among  the  living. 

In  that  blest  Fatherland. 


3  A  moment's  time,  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 

Shall  be  enough,  to  soar 
In  buoyant  exultation,  through  the  sky 

And  reach  the  heav'nly  shore. 
Elijah's  chariot  bringing 

The  homeward  traveller  there; 
Glad  troops  of  angels  winging 

It  onward  through  the  air. 


4  Great  fastness  thou  of  honour  I  .thee  I  greet  I 

Throw  wide  thy  gracious  gate, 
An  entrance  free  to  give  these  longing  feet ; 

At  last  released,  though  late, 
From  wretchedness  and  sinning, 

And  life's  long  weary  way; 
And  now,  of  God's  gift,  winning 

Eternity's  bright  day. 

5  What  throng  is  this,  what  noble  troop,  tha 

pours, 
Array'd  in  beauteous  guise. 
Out  through  the  glorious  city's  open  doors. 
To  greet  my  wond'ring  eyes? 
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The  host  of  Christ's  elected, 
The  jewels  that  He  bears 

In  His  own  crown,  selected 
To  wipe  away  my  tears. 


6  Of  prophets  great,  and  patriarchs  high,  a  b) 

That  once  has  borne  the  cross. 
With  all  the  company  that  won  that  land, 

By  counting  gain  for  loss, 
Now  float  in  freedom's  lightness. 

From  tyrant's  chains  set  free; 
And  shine  like  suns  in  brightness, 

Array'd  to  welcome  me. 


*l  One  more  at  last  arriv'd  they  welcome  there 

To  beauteous  Paradise ; 
Where  sense  can  scarce  its  full  fruition  bear 

Or  tongue  for  praise  suffice ; 
Glad  hallelujahs  ringing 

With  rapturous  rebound. 
And  rich  hosannahs  singing 

Eternity's  long  round. 


8  TJnnumber'd  choirs  before  the  Lamb's  high  th 

There  shout  the  jubilee, 
With  loud  resounding  peal  and  sweetest  toi 

In  blissful  ecstasy : 
A  hundred  thousand  voices 

Take  up  the  wondrous  song ; 
Eternity  rejoices 

God's  praises  to  prolong. 


HEAYSN.  356 


HYMN  415.  II.  6. 

TO  thee,  0  dear,  dear  country, 
Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  blessed  name,  they  weep. 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 
Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 
And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  Brief  life  is  here  our  portion. 

Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 

The  tearless  life,  is  there. 
Oh  I  happy  retribution  I 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest. 


3  That  we  should  look,  poor  wanderers. 

To  have  our  home  on  high  I 
That  worms  should  hope  for  dwellings 

Beyond  the  starry  sky  I 
That  we  who  fight  the  battle 

Should  then  put  on  the  crown 
Of  full,  and  everlasting. 

And  passionless  renown  I 

4  0  one,  0  only  mansion  I 

O  paradise  of  joy  I 
Whence  tears  are  ever  banish'd, 
Where  bliss  has  no  alloy: 
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O  garden  free  from  sorrow  I 
O  plains  that  fear  no  strife !    • 

O  princely  bowers,  all  blooming  I 
O  realm  and  home  of  life  ! 

5  With  jaspers  glow  Thy  bulwarks, 

Thy  streets  with  emerald  blaze ; 
The  sardius  and.  the  topaz 

Unite  in  Thee  their  rays. 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unpriced, 
The  saints  build  up  its  fabric. 

And  the  corner-stone  is  Christ. 

6  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

Reverberant  with  song;  . 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

With  many  a  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  light  is  aye  serene. 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

*l  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 

And  there,  from  toil  releas'd, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast : 
And  they,  beneath  their  Leader, 

Who  conquered  in  the  fight. 
Forever  and  forever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

8  I  know  not.  Oh  I  I  know  not. 
What  social  joys  are  there ; 
What  pure,  unfading  glory. 
What  light  beyoivd  ^om^^^^. 
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And  when  I  fain  would  sing  them, 
My  spirit  fails  and  faints. 

And  vainly  strives  to  image 
Th'  assembly  of  the  saints. 

9  Jerusalem  the  glorious, 

The  home  of  the  Elect, 
The  dear  and  future  vision 

That  eager  hearts  expect; 
E'en  now  by  faith  I  see  thee ; 

E'en  here  thy  walls  discern, 
For  thee  my  thoughts  are  kindled. 

And  strive,  and  pant,  and  yearn. 

HYMN  416.  C.  M. 

LET  me  not.  Thou  King  Eternal, 
Enter  helPs  domain  infernal  I 
Where  is  grieving,  where  is  sadness. 
Where  is  sorrow,  where  is  madness. 
Where  despair  is  ever  sighing. 
Where  the  worm  is  never  dying, 
Where  the  shameless  are  astounded. 
Where  the  guilty  are  confounded. 

2  Me  may  Zion  welcome,  saved. 
Tranquil  city,  seat  of  David ; 
God  its  builder,  light  immortal. 
Orient  pearl  each  blazing  portal, 
Crystal  gold  its  streets  ;  the  nation 
Of  the  blest  its  population  ; 
Living  rock  the  walls  that  bound  it, 
Christ  the  guard  that  dwells  around  it. 

3  With  what  joyous  gratulations 
Throng  thy  gates  the  festive  nations  I 
What  the  warmth  of  their  embx^bOTv^, 
What  the  gems  thy  walla  eiic\\«L«vi\^\ 
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Through  that  city's  streets  are  wendii 
Holy  throngs  their  anthems  blending 
There  may  I,  with  myriads  glorious, 
Chaunt  Thy  praise  in  psalms  victorioi 

HYMN  417.  P.  M 

ETERNITY!  Eternity! 
How  long  art  thou,  Eternity  ? 
And  yet  to  thee  Time  hastes  away ; 
Like  as  the  war-horse  to  the  fray, 
Or  swift  as  couriers  homeward  go, 
Or  ship  to  port,  or  shaft  from  bow. 
Ponder,  0  man,  Eternity ! 

2  Eternity  !  Eternity ! 

How  long  art  thou,  Eternity  ? 
Even  as  on  a  perfect  sphere. 
Nor  end  nor  outset  can  appear, 
E'en  so.  Eternity,  in  thee. 
Entrance  nor  exit  can  there  be. 
Ponder,  O  man,  Eternity ! 

3  Eternity !  Eternity ! 

How  long  art  thou,  Eternity! 
A  little  bird  with  fretting  beak 
Might  wear  to  nought  the  loftiest  pea 
Though  but  each  thousand  years  it  ci 
Yet  leave  thee  then,  as  now,  the  sam> 
Ponder,  O  man,  Eternity! 

4  Eternity  !  Eternity  ! 

How  long  art  thou,  Eternity? 
How  terrible  art  thou  in  woe. 
How  blest  where  joys  forever  flow  1 
God's  mercy  shedding  gladness  brigh 
His  judgment,  bitterness  and  night. 
Ponder,  O  man,  'EiletiiW.^. 
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N.  B. — The  metre  marks,  a£Sxed  to  the  Hymns,  refer  i 
a  diyision  of  the  Metres,  founded  ou  the  nature  of  the  Terse 
into  four  Classes,  marked  —  I.,  II.,  III.,  IV. 
Glass  I.  includes  Common,  Long,  Short,  and  Peculiar  metres 

marked  C.  M.,  L.  M.,  S.  M.,  P.  M. 
Class  II.  includes  the  other  Iambic  metres,  eight  in  numbei 

marked  n.  1,   II.  2,   IL  3,    IL  4,  &c.,  which  maj  b 

named  Thoo,  one;  Two^  two;  Two,  tkree^  &o. 
Clabb  ILL  includes  the  Trochaic  metres,  being  five  in  num 

ber,  marked  III.  1,  III.  2,  III.  8,  &o.,  which  may  b 

named  Three,  one;  Three,  two,  ko. 
Class  IV.  includes  the  metres  consisting  of  Anapssstc 

being  fiye  in  number,  marked  IV.  1,  IV.  2,  IV.  8,  &c. 

and  may  be  named  Four,  one ;  Four,  two,  &c. 


CLASS    I. 

CM. 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

L.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  earth  and  heaven  adore. 

Be  glory  as  it  was  of  old, 
Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore 
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S.  M. 

To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be, 
As  'twas,  and  is,  and  shall  be  so 

To  all  eternity. 


CLASS    II. 

II.  L 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  h 
And  saints  on  earth  adore ; 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

II.  2. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host, 

And  suffering  saints  on  earth  adore ; 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last 

When  time  itself  shall  be  no  more. 

II.  3. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  glory  in  the  highest  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  «A\d  «IS\.  \\i>afew«5L^ 
As  was  throngli  a.geft  \v«t^'<.oVix^, 
Is  now,  and  shaW  be  e^^ixmotf!^. 
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11.  4. 

To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  ever  bless'd, 
Eternal  Three  in  One, 
All  worship  be  addressed, 
As  heretofore 
It  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  so 
For  evermore. 

II.  6. 

To  God  the  Father,  and  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  praise  from  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 
As  was,  and  is,  and  ever  shall  be  given. 

II.  6. 

Eternal  praise  be  given. 

And  songs  of  highest  worth, 
By  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

And  all  the  saints  on  earth. 
To  God,  supreme  confessed. 

To  Christ,  His  only  Son, 
And  to  the  Spirit  bless'd. 

Eternal  Three  in  One. 

II.  1. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  blessed. 
Supreme  o'er  earth  and  heaven. 

Eternal  Three  in  One  confessed. 
Be  highest  glory  given. 

As  was  through  ages  heretofore. 

Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore. 
By  all  in  earth  and  heaven, 
81 
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11.  a 

Bt  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven 
Be  everlasting  glory  given, 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit ;  equal  Three 
In  undivided  Unity, 

Ere  time  had  yet  its  course  began : 
As  was,  and  is,  be  highest  praise. 
As  still  shall  be  through  endless  days. 


CLASS    III. 

III.  1. 

HOLY  Father,  holy  Son, 
Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One  I 
Glory,  as  of  old,  to  Thee, 
Now,  and  evermore  shall  be  I 

III.  2. 

Praise  the  Name  of  God  most  high, 
Praise  Him  all  below  the  sky, 
Praise  Him  all  ye  heavenly  host. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost; 
As  through  countless  ages  past, 
Evermore  His  praise  shsdl  last 

III.  3. 

Praise  the  Father,  earth  and  heaven. 
Praise  the  Son,  the  Spirit  praise, 

As  it  was,  and  is,  be  given 
Glory  through  eternal  days. 
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III.  4. 


To  the  Father,  throned  in  hed.veny 
To  the  Saviour,  Christ,  His  Son, 

To  the  Spirit,  praise  be  given. 
Everlasting  Three  in  One : 

As  of  old,  the  Trinity 

Still  is  worshipp'd,  still  shall  be. 

III.  5. 

Obeat  Jehovah  I  we  adore  Thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne: 

Endless  praises 

To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One. 


CLASS     IV. 

IV.  1. 

BY  angels  in  heaven 
Of  every  degree, 
And  saints  npon  earth. 

All  praise  be  address'd 
To  God  in  Three  Persons, 

One  God  ever  bless'd. 
As  it  has  been,  now  is, 
And  ever  shall  be. 
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IV.  2. 

All  praise  to  the  Father,  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  thrice  holy  and  bless'd, 

Th'  eternal,  supreme  Three  in  One, 
Was,  is,  and  shall  still  be  addressed. 

IV.  3. 

All  praise  to  the  Father,  all  praise  to  the 
All  praise  to  the  Spirit,  thrice  bless'd, 

The  holy,  eternal,  supreme  Three  in  One, 
Was,  is,  and  shall  still  be  addressed. 

IV.  4. 

O  Father  Almighty,  to  Thee  be  addressed, 
With  Christ  and  the  Spirit,  one  God  ever  bl 
All  glory  and  worship  from  earth  and 

heaven, 
As  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  giyei 

IV.  5. 

All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Father  be  giY< 
The  Son,  and  the  Spirit,  from  earth  and 

heaven ; 
As  was,  and  is  now,  be  supreme  adoration, 
And  ever  shall  be,  to  the  God  of  salvation 
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A. 

Abide  with  me!  Fast  falls  the  eyentide,  Lyte Hymn  88 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep.  Cotton 81 

Ah !  wretched,  vile,  ungratefal  heart.  Unknown,  ^ S 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light,  Barbauld, 8 

A  glory  in  the  word  we  find,  Unknoton 
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AHelulia!  best  and  sweetest,  Ancient 28 

An  hail  the  power^of  Jesus'  name,  Duncan 28 

An  nnseen  the  Master  walketh,  Unknovm 8€ 

Almighty  God,  Thy  piercing  eye,  Watts 86 

Ahnighty  God,  I  call  to  Thee,  Luther 30 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross,  Watts 88 

Am  I  called?  and  can  it  be,  Unknovm 32 

A  mountain  fastness  is  oar  God,  Luther^  tr.  by  Bishop 

Whittingham 24 

And  let  this  feeble  body  fail,  WesUy 3S 

And  now  another  day  is  gone.  Waits 30 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory,  Montgomery  .,,.„ 6 

Angels,  roll  the  rock  away.  Gibbons 11 
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Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake,  Wesley IC 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven.  Unknown 2C 

A  sweetly  solemn  thought,  Carey 28 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep,  Mackay 21 
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Awake,  and  sing  the  song,  Hammond 2S 

Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays,  Medley ^^ 
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B.  1 

I 

Before  the  Lord  we  bow,  Key • Htmi  Itt 

Behold  a  stntnger  at  the  door,  Oregff 8S( 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Latoh,  Watts ^..^  Itt 

Behold  the  Lamb,  ^ryd[^M ^ tt 

Beneath  oar  feet  and  o'er  our  head,  ffeber '  76 

Beset  with  snares  on  every  hand,  Doddridge - ^  tXl 

Beware  of  Peter's  word,  Cowper 201 

Be  with  me,  Lord,  where'er  I  go,  Moravian ^  88S 

Beyond  the  starry  skies.  Turner -  181 

Blessed  Jesns,  here  we  stand,  iS^cAmofeA; „ ^  168 

Bless  God  that  towards  eternity,  Francke ^ ^    74 

Blest  be  the  wisdom  and  the  power,  WattM ^  196 

Blest  day  of  God,  most  calm,  most  bright.  Unknown,.,,    H 

Blest  morning,  whose  first  dawning  rays,  Watts 117 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow,  Wesley •« :...m    U 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree,  Milman 110 

Bread  of  heaven,  on  Thee  I  feed.  Unknown — .^  ITS 

Bread  of  the  world  in  mercy  broken,  K^le 174 

Bright  and  joyful  is  the  moro,  Montgomery „    70 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning,  Heher*,,    80 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us,  Milman 894 

By  oool  Siloam's  shady  x\\\,Heber •.....••  8d9 

C. 

Children  of  God  lack  nothing,  Newton 18 

Christians,  awake,  salute  the  happy  mom.  Ancient. „,,»    88 

Christ,  through  whom  all  blessings  flow,  Wesley „    81 

City  of  heaven,  Jerusalem,  Ancient «    88 

Come  hither !  ye  faithful,  Latin  Hymn,,,.,. ....^    87 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire,  Wesley «      8 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire.  Ordinal ^  188 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  <iom%  Beddome 147 

Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord,  Montgomery 82 

Come,  let  our  souls  adore  the  Lord,  Steele - 166 

Come,  let  us  anew,  F<>«/ey - 79 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs,  Watts 285 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above,  Wesley 24 

Come,  ray  soul,  thou  must  be  waking.  Von  CannitM,  tr. 

by  Arnold «..,- ..«  870 

Com%  my  soul,  thy  BuUpxepvix^tNewUm.. .««««.« «««««««,^  281 
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,  O  Thou  Traveller  unknown,  Wesley Hymn  288 

,  sinner,  to  the  Gospel  feast,  Huntingdon. »  ...  228 

»  Thou  Almighty  King,  Madan 291 

to  the  morning  prayer,  Montgomery 840 

unto  Christ,  ye  weary,  M'Cheyne 226 

,  ye  saints,  draw  nigh  and  wonder,  Unknoton 120 

,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy,  J7ar< 222 

,  ye  souls,  by  sin  afflicted,  Unknovm 228 

or  Spirit!  by  whose  aid,  i>fy<fe7i 144 

D. 

hter  of  Zion,  ftrom  the  dust,  Montgomery 189 

>f  wrath!    That  day  of  mourning,  Ancient 408 

Befuge  of  my  weary  soul,  Steele 810 

Sayiour,  when  my  thoughts  recall,  Steele 242 

iless  spirit,  come,  arise,  Toplady 404 

1  of  mercy!  can  there  be,  Wesley 241 

188  us  with  Thy  blessing,  Lord,  iTar^ 49 

the  Gospel  word  proclaim,  Newton 248 

>t  I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord,  Doddridge 277 

E. 

lalbeam  of  light  6\y\nQ,Wesley 816 

lity,  Eternity,  German 417 

P. 

er,  in  whom  we  live,  Wesley 161 

er  of  all,  from  whom  we  trace,  Unknovm --  188 

rom  the  world,  0  Lord,  I'd  flee,  Cowper 877 

,  my  contrite  tears,  flow  faster,  Xat^ren^t. 101 

i  season  called  to  part,  Newton 855 

rer  here  my  rest  shall  be,  Wesley 259 

rer  with  the  Lord,  Montgomery 402 

nercies  countless  as  the  sands,  iV««;<on 176 

1  flames  the  standard  of  our  king,  Latin  hymn,  tr, 

by  Bishop  Williams 102 

1  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky,  Heber 29 

1  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  we  go,  Wesley 847 

I  every  stormy  wind  that  blows,  Stowell 288 

of  trembling  expectation,  TF^iey %• ••«%.<.•  ^^ 
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o.  1 

Oently,  gently  lay  Thy  rod,  Lyte Htiu  UN 

GiTe  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise,  WatU ..^.^  410 

GIto  to  the  winds  thy  fears,  Oerhardl STl 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken,  Newton ^.^   fl 

Glory  to  Thee,  Thou  righteous  God,  Unknown,.,, „  888 

God  18  in  Uis  holy  temple,  Montgomery .....*.«    18 

God!  my  supporter  and  my  hope,  Watts ...•  287 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days,  Doddridge 280 

God  the  Creator  blcss'd,  Montgomery ^    S7 

God  tlie  Lord  a  King  remaineth,  Keble 211 

Go  to  dark  Gethscmane,  Montgomery 108 

Go  to  the  grave  in  all  thy  glorious  prime,  Montgomery.,  89( 

Great  God,  I  call  upon  Thy  name,  Unknovm 804 

Great  God,  as  seasons  disappear,  Unknovm -160 

Great  God,  we  own  Thy  sovereign  hand.  Unknown, ,»,,,.  890 
Great  Iligh-pricst,  we  view  Thee  stooping,  Moravian. ...  98 
Great  Iligh-priest,  who  deign'dst  to  be,  Angebu  „,„„„  288 

Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  people,  h^VkX,  Newton 184 

Great  Source  of  being  and  of  love,  Doddridge ••  194 

Great  the  joy  when  Christians  meet.  Unknown 80 

H. 

Haill  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord.Wesley IfiO 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise,  Madan 128 

Hail,  Thou  once  despised  Jesus,  Bakewell .,  Ill 

Hark!  a  Yoice  divides  the  sky, TF^x/^ ^  89S 

Hark!  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord,  Cowper 276 

Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee,  Montgomery ^  .^    84 

Hark!  what  mean  those  holy  voices,  Cawood 71 

Head  of  the  hosts  in  glory,  Brydget 25 

Healer  Divine,  0  hear  our  prayer,  Moravian 266 

Hearts  of  stone  relent,  relent,  WeaUy 109 

He  is  risen.  He  is  risen.  Unknown 114 

Heralds  of  Creation !  cry,  Montgomery 7 

Here,  in  Thy  name.  Eternal  God,  Montgomery 188 

His  trial  o'er,  and  now  beneath,  Ancient 104 

Holy  Ghost!  with  light  divine,  Unknoion „ 149 

Holy  Father,  great  Creator,  Bp,  Gritwold 158 

Holy  Jesus,  Saviour  blest,  Ancient 86 

Holjr,  holy,  holy  Lord,W««ley , 188 
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holy,  holy  Lord,  if<m/^om^ Hymn  152 

Spirit,  Lord  of  light,  Ancient 146 

na  to  the  Prince  of  Light,  Watts 126 

na  to  the  liYing  Lord,  Heber 60 

leased,  from  the  bonds  of  sin,  Spitta 829 

leautifnl  the  feet  that  bring.  Unknown 179 

lo  Thy  mercies  close  me  round,  Wesley 881 

ich  Thy  favours,  God  of  Grace,  Doddridge 297 

weet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds,  Newton 274 

I. 

th  my  friend  and  me  divide,  Wesley 393 

nan  kindness  meets  return,  Noel 178 

ny  sins  on  Jesus,  Bonar 375 

al  of  grateful  shade,  Doddridge '. 350 

ra  and  trials  we  must  sow,  Lyte 304 

vineyard  of  our  Father,  Unknown 200 

Y  name,  0  Lord,  assembling,  Kelly 47 

sun,  and  moon,  and  stars,  Heber 62 

M  I  live,  and  move,  and  am,  Moravian 12 

Bp's  serene  oblivion  laid,  Hawkesworth 346 

\  the  joys  of  earth  away,  Waits 376 

the  almighty  power  of  God,  Watts 10 

im  in  a  vale  of  tears,  Unknovm 372 

,  in  ancient  days,  Cowper 4 

he  Lord!  —  Behold  His  hand,  Montgomery 157 

k  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old,  Unknovm..  207 

a  foe  to  God,  Tersteegen 373 

a  wandering  sheep,  Bonar 374 

t  to  be  like  Jesus,  Unknovm 868 

J. 

ilem,  my  happy  home,  Unknovm. 413 

ilemi    high   tow'r  thy  glorious  walls,    German 
Tymn,  tr.  by  Bishop  Whittingham 414 

at  Thy  command,  Toplady 254 

Christ  is  risen  to-day,  Old  English 115 

hour  is  not  yet  come,  Spitia ^  823 

in  Thee  our  eyes  behold.  Unknown i  136 

I  I  love  Thy  charming  name,  Doddridge 281 

I  my  cross  have  taken,  Lyte .••..,..«  %^^ 
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Jesus,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me,  M^Duff 261 
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K. 

Kindred  in  Christ!  for  His  dear  sake,  Newton 28 

L. 

Let  me  not.  Thou  King  Eternal,  Ancient 416 
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Let  us  with  a  gladsome  mind,  Milton 8 

Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake,  Doddridge 181 
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Lord,  in  the  morning  Thou  shalt  hear.  Watts 45 
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Lor^  may  the  spirit  of  Thy  feast,  Sigoumey 177 
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Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven,  Andmt 289 
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when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne,  Carlisle 92 
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to  the  Saviour's  tomb,  Nevoton, 119 
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Oh  God,  creation's  secret  Force,  Unknown ^  867 
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lT  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praiM 
all  thy  works  I  look ; 
tiU  thy  wisdom,  power,  and  grace, 
ne  brightest  in  thy  book. 

tars  that  in  their  courses  roll, 
76  mnch  instruction  given ; 
hy  good  word  informs  my  soni 
w  I  may  soar  to  heaven. 

ields  provide  me  food,  and  show 
3  goodness  of  the  Lord ; 
ruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 
thy  most  holy  word. 

are  my  choicest  treasures  hid, 
re  my  best  comfort  lies; 
my  desires  are  satisfied, 
d  here  my  hopes  arise. 

make  me  xmderstand  thy  law, 
)w  what  my  faults  have  been ; 
from  thy  Gospel  let  me  draw 
*don  for  all  my  sin. 

would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died 
save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
kU  the  books  on  earth  beside, 
ih  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

let  me  love  my  Bible  more, 
d  take  a  fresh  delight, 
ly  to  read  these  wonders  o'er, 
d  meditate  by  night. 
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^  Lord,  for  thj  glory  shine  the  whole; 
They  all  reflect  thy  light: 
For  this,  in  course  the  planets  roll, 
And  day  succeeds  the  night. 

^  For  this,  the  sun  dispenses  heat 
And  beams  of  cheering  day; 
And  distant  stars,  in  order  set, 
By  night  thy  power  display. 

C  For  this,  the  earth  its  produce  yields; 
For  this,  the  waters  flow ; 
And  blooming  plants  adorn  the  fields^ 
And  trees  aspiring  grow. 

6  Inspired  with  praise,  our  minds  pursne 
This  wise  and  noble  end ; 
That  all  we  think,  and  all  we  do, 
Shall  to  thine  honour  tend. 

HY1CN4.   ex. 

LET  heaven  arise,  let  earth  appear, 
Proclaimed  th'  Eternal  Lord  : 
The  heaven  arose,  the  earth  appeared. 
At  his  creating  word. 

2  But  formless  was  the  earth,  and  void, 
Dark,  sluggish,  and  confused ; 
'Till  o'er  the  mass  the  Spirit  moved, 
And  quickening  power  diffused. 

8  Then  spake  the  Lord  Omnipotent 
The  mandate,  "  Be  there  light : " 
Light  darted  forth  in  vivid  rays, 
And  scatter'd  ancient  nightl 

4  The  glorious  Armament  he  spread. 
To  part  the  earth  and  sky ; 
And  fix'd  the  upper  elements 
Within  their  spheres  on  high. 
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6  He  bade  the  sens  together  flow ; 
They  left  the  solid  land : 
And  herbs,  and  plants,  and  frnitfal  treed* 
Sprang  forth  at  his  command. 

6  Above,  he  form'd  the  stars;  and  placed 

Two  greater  orbs  of  light; 
The  radiant  snn  to  rule  fiie  day, 
The  moon  to  rale  the  night. 

7  To  all  the  varied  living  tribes 

He  gave  their  wondrons  birth : 
Some  form'd  within  the  watery  deep, 
Some  from  the  teeming  earth. 

8  Then,  chief  o'er  all  his  works  below, 

Mail,  honoured  man,  was  made ; 
His  soul  with  God's  pure  image  stamp'd, 
With  innocence  array'd. 

9  Completed  now  the  mighty  work, 

God  his  creation  viewed ; 
And,  pleased  with  all  that  he  had  made. 
Pronounced  it  "  very  good.** 

HYMN  5.   n.1 

Pialm  ezIriU. 
PrcuUe  from  LMmg  Or^aiurea. 
"OEGIN",  my  soul,  th'  exalted  lay ; 
•^  Let  each  enraptured  thought  obey. 
And  praise  th'  Almighty's  Kame : 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  and  seas  and  skiea. 
In  one  melodious  concert  rise, 
To  swell  th'  inspiring  theme. 

2  Ye  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  sound, 
While  all  the  adoring  thrones  around 

His  boundless  mercy  sing ; 
Let  every  listening  saint  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  soul  of  love, 
And  touch  the  sweetest  string. 
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8  Wliate'er  this  living  world  oontains, 
That  wiDgs  the  air  or  treads  the  plains, 

United  praise  bestow ; 
Ye  tenants  of  the  ocean  wide, 
Proclaim  him  through  the  mighty  tide, 
And  in  the  deeps  below. 

4  Let  man,  by  nobler  passions  sway'd, 
The  feeling  heart,  the  judging  head, 

In  heavenly  praise  employ ; 
Spread  HIS  tremendous  Name  around, 
While  heaven^s  broad  arch  rings  back  the  sound, 

The  general  burst  of  joy. 

HYMN  6.   n.l. 

Paalm  exlviii. 

Praise  from  the  jfflemerUs  and  Worlde. 
\rE  fields  of  light,  celestial  plains, 
'*-  Where  pure,  serene  effulgence  reigns, 
Ye  scenes  divinely  fair. 
Your  Maker's  wondrous  power  proclaim, 
Tell  how  he  form'd  your  shining  frame. 
And  breathed  the  fluid  air. 

2  Join,  all  ye  stars,  the  vocal  choir ; 
Thou  dazzling  orb  of  liquid  fire. 

The  mighty  chorus  aid ; 
And,  soon  as  evening  veils  the  plain, 
Thou  moon,  prolong  the  hallow'd  strain, 
And  praise  Him  in  the  shade. 

8  Thou  heaven  of  heavens,  his  vast  abode, 
Proclaim  the  glories  of  thy  God ; 

Ye  worlds,  declare  his  might ; 
He  spake  the  word,  and  ye  were  made, 
Darkness  and  dismal  chaos  fled. 

And  nature  sprung  to  light. 

4  Let  every  element  rejoice ; 
Ye  thunders,  burst  with  awful  voice 
To  Him  who  bids  you  roll ; 
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His  praise  in  softer  notes  declare, 
Each  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 
And  breathe  it  to  the  sonl. 

HT1CN7.   L.1L 

Pwln  xix. 

THE  spacious  firmament  on  high, 
Witii  idl  the  blue  ethereal  tkj, 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

8  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale; 
Aud,  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth, 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

4  Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

5  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball ; 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found ; 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice. 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing  as  they  shine, 

"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 


HYMNS.   L.M. 
XpTERNAL  Source  of  every  joy ! 
•^  Well  may  thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  thy  temple  we  appear. 
To  hail  thee.  Sovereign  of  the  year. 
12*  i^a^ 


HYMNS. 

8  Wide  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll, 
Thy  hand  supports  and  guides  the  whole : 
The  sun  is  taught  bj  thee  to  rise, 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

8  The  flowery  spring  at  thy  command 
Perfumes  tiie  air,  and  paints  the  land ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
To  raise  the  corn,  and  cheer  the  vine. 

4  Thy  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  ; 
And  winters,  soften'd  by  thy  care, 
No  more  the  face  of  horror  wear. 

6  Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise ; 
And  be  the  grateful  homage  paid. 
With  morning  light,  and  evening  shade. 

6  Here  in  thy  house  let  incense  rise. 
And  circling  sabbaths  bless  our  eyes, 
Till  to  those  lofty  heights  we  soar. 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

HYMN  9.  Ha 

Psalm  xziiL 

npHE  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
-^  And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchftd  eye; 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  steps  he  leads, 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 
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8  Thongh  in  the  paths  ckf  deftth  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still : 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadftd  sha^^ 

HYMNIO.   CM. 
1\7HEN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
'  '    My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  O  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 
The  gratitude  declare. 
That  glows  within  my  ravished  he^rt  t 
But  thou  canst  read  it  there, 

8  Thy  providence  my  life  sustained, 

And  all  my  wants  redrest. 

When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breast. 

4  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  oriea 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear. 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 
To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

5  XJnnumber'd  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestow'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

6  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  convey'd  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

7  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths, 

It  gently  clear'd  my  way, 
Amd  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 
More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 
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When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  thOa 
With  health  renew'd  my  face ; 

And,  when  iD  sins  and  sorrow  sunk, 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  hounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliss 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o^er ; 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 

Has  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerfal  heart, 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  PU  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever  grateful  heart,  0  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise ; 
But  0 1  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  thy  praise. 

HTMNll.   mi. 

PmIid  zzzi.  16. 

**  My  timea  are  in  Ihy  JiandJ" 

SOVEREIGN  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracious,  ever  wise, 
All  our  times  are  in  thy  hand. 
All  events  at  thy  command.       ' 

2  He  that  form'd  us  in  the  womb, 
He  shall  guide  us  to  the  tomS ; 
All  our  ways  shall  ever  be 
Order'd  by  his  wise  decree. 
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8  Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Blighting  want,  and  cheerful  wealth. 
All  onr  pleasures,  all  our  pains, 
Come,  and  end,  as  God  ordains. 

4  May  we  always  own  thy  hand, 
Still  to  thee  surrendered  stand, 
Know  that  thou  art  God  alone. 
We  and  ours  are  all  thy  own  I 

HYMN  12.   C.  K 

GOD  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomahle  mines. 
With  never-failing  skill. 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 
And  works  his  gracious  will. 

8  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take; 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace : 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

6  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour : 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

(J  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain : 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 
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Job  iz.  S-6. 

AH,  how  shall  fallen  man 
Be  jnst  before  his  God ! 
If  he  contend  in  righteonsnesfl, 
We  sink  beneath  his  rod. 

2  If  he  our  ways  should  mark, 
With  strict  inquiring  eyes, 
Could  we  for  one  of  thousand  faults 
A  just  excuse  devise  ? 

8  All-seeing,  powerful  God  I 

Who  can  with  thee  contend  ? 
Or  who  that  tries  the  unequal  strife, 
Shall  prosper  in  the  end  ? 

4  The  mountains,  in  thy  wrath. 

Their  ancient  seats  forsake : 
The  trembling  earth  deserts  her  place, 
Her  rooted  pillars  shake : 

5  Ah,  how  shall  guilty  man 

Contend  with  such  a  God  ? 
None,  none  can  meet  him,  and  escape, 
But  through  the  Saviour's  blood. 

HYMNll   I.M. 

Job  ix.  80-88. 

rpHOUGH  I  should  seek  to  wash  me  clean 
•^     In  water  of  the  driven  snow. 
My  soul  would  yet  its  spot  retain, 
And  sink  in  conscious  guilt  and  woe : 

2  The  Spirit,  in  his  power  divine. 

Would  cast  my  vaunting  soul  to  earth, 
Expose  the  foulness  of  its  sin. 
And  show  the  vileness  of  its  worth. 
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8  All,  not  like  erring  man  is  God, 

That  men  to  answer  him  should  dare ; 
Oondemn^d,  and  into  silence  awed, 
They  helpless  stand  before  his  bar. 

4  There,  must  a  Mediator  plead, 

Who,  God  and  man,  maj  both  embrace 
With  God,  for  man  to  intercede, 
And  offer  man  the  purchased  grace. 

6  And  lo  t  the  Son  of  God  is  slain 
To  be  this  Mediator  crown'd : 
In  Him,  my  soul,  be  cleansed  from  stain, 
In  Him  thj  righteousness  be  found  I 

HYILNIS.   I.M. 
A  LL  glorious  God,  what  hymns  of  praise 
■^^  Shall  our  transported  voices  raise : 
What  ardent  love  and  zeal  are  due, 
While  heaven  stands  open  to  our  view. 

2  Once  we  were  falleo,  and  O  how  low  1 
Just  on  the  brink  of  endless  woe : 
When  Jesus,  from  the  realms  above. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  boundless  love, 

8  Scatter^  the  shades  of  death  and  night, 
And  spread  around  his  heavenly  light : 
By  him  what  vrondrous  grace  is  shown 
To  souls  impoverished  and  undone. 

4  He  shows,  beyond  these  mortal  shores, 
A  bright  inheritance  as  ours ; 
Where  saints  in  light  our  coming  wait 
To  sl^are  their  holy,  happy  state. 

HYMN  16.    CM. 
OALVATION 1  O  the  joyful  sounds 
^    Glad  tidings  to  our  ears ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wonndi 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 
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2  Salvation  I  buried  once  in  sin, 
At  helPs  dark  door  we  lay ; 
Bot  now  we  rise  by  grace  divine, 
And  see  a  heavenly  day. 

8  Salvation  I  let  the  echo  fly 
The  ^acious  earth  around ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

4  Salvation  I  0  thou  bleeding  Lamb, 
To  thee  the  praise  belongs : 
Our  hearts  shall  kindle  at  thy  JSTame, 
Thy  Name  inspire  our  songs. 

OJvoruaJbr  Ike  end  qftcbdh  iferte,. 
Glory,  honour,  praise,  and  power 
Be  unto  the  Lamb  for  ever ! 
Jesus  Christ  is  our  Redeemer  1 
Hallelujah,  praise  the  Lord  I 

HYMN  17.   CM. 

nnO  our  Redeemer's  glorious  Name 
■^     Awake  the  sacred  song : 
O  may  his  love  (immortal  flame) 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach; 
What  mortal  tongue  display  1 
Imagination's  utmost  str6tch 
Li  wonder  dies  away. 

8  He  lefb  his  radiant  throne  on  high, 
Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die  I 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ? 

4  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 
Our  humble  thanks  to  thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
"  The  Saviour  died  for  me." 
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5  0  may  the  sweet,  the  blissfnl  theme. 
Fill  every  heart  and  tongue ; 
Till  strangers  love  thy  oharming  NanM^ 
And  join  the  sacred  song. 

HYMN  18.  ma 

SAVIOUR,  source  of  every  blessing, 
Tnne  my  heart  to  gratefol  lays ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 
Sung  by  raptured  saints  above ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
WhUe  I  sing  redeeming  love. 

8  Thou  didst  seek  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
Thou,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger. 
Didst  redeem  me  with  thy  blood. 

4  By  thy  hand  restored,  defended, 

Safe  through  life  thus  far  IVe  come; 
Safe,  0  Lord,  when  life  is  ended, 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 

HYMN  19.   CM. 

Tiliia  Ui.  4-4. 

TllT  grateful  soul,  for  ever  praise, 
-^'^    For  ever  love  his  Name, 

Who  tum'd  thee  from  the  fatal  paths 
Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

2  Vain  and  presumptuous  is  the  trust 
Which  in  our  works  we  place ; 
Salvation  from  a  higher  source 
Flows  to  our  fallen  race. 

8  Tis  from  the  love  of  God  through  Ohrist 
That  all  our  hopes  begin ; 
His  mercy  saved  our  souls  from  death 
And  wash'd  us  from  our  sin. 
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4  His  Spirit,  throngh  the  Sayiour  shed, 
His  saored  fire  imparts, 
Removes  our  dross,  and  love  divine 
Enkindles  in  our  hearts. 

6  Thus  raised  from  death,  we  live  anew ; 
And,  justified  by  grace. 
We  hope  in  glory  to  appear, 
And  see  our  Father's  face. 

HTKNSO.   CM. 

trow  helpless  guilty  nature  lies, 
•*-■-    Unconscious  of  its  load : 
The  heart  unchanged  can  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God. 

2  The  will  perverse,  the  passions  blind, 
In  paths  of  ruin  stray : 
Eeason  debased  can  never  find 
The  safe,  the  narrow  way. 

8  Can  aught  beneath  a  power  divine 
The  stubborn  will  subdue? 
'Tis  thine.  Almighty  Saviour,  thine 
To  form  the  heart  anew. 

4  'Tis  thine  the  passions  to  recall, 
And  upwards  bid  them  rise ; 
And  make  the  scales  of  error  fall 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes. 

6  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  away, 
And  bid  the  sinner  live, 
A  beam  of  heaven,  a  vital  ray, 
'Tis  thine  alone  to  give. 

6  0  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  oura. 
And  give  them  life  divine : 
Then  sli^  our  passions  and  our  powers 
Almighty  Lord,  be  thine. 

146 


HTlOrSL  0.1L 

FATHER,  to  thee  my  soul  I  lift, 
On  thee  my  hope  depends, 
Convinced  that  every  perfect  gift 
From  thee  alone  descends. 

8  Mercy  and  grace  are  thine  alone, 
And  power  and  wisdom  too ; 
Without  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son 
We  nothing  good  can  do. 

8  Thon  all  onr  works  in  ns  hast  wrongli^^'  4 
Oar  good  is  all  divine ; 
The  praise  of  every  holy  thought 
And  righteous  word  is  thine. 

4  From  thee,  through  Jesus,  we  receive 
The  power  on  thee  to  call, 
In  whom  we  are,  and  move,  and  live  . 
Our  God  is  all  in  all. 

HYMN 22.  mi. 

SING,  my  soul,  His  wondrous  love, 
Who,  from  yon  bright  throne  above. 
Ever  watchful  o'er  our  race. 
Still  to  man  extends  his  grace. 

2  Heaven  and  earth  by  him  were  made, 
All  is  by  his  sceptre  sway'd ; 
What  are  we  that  he  should  show 
So  much  love  to  us  below  I 

8  God,  the  merciful  and  good, 
Bought  us  with  the  Saviour's  bloo(< 
And,  to  make  our  safety  sure, 
Guides  us  by  his  Spirit  pure. 

4  Sing,  my  soul,  adore  his  Name, 
Let  his  glory  be  thy  theme : 
Praise  him  till  he  calls  thee  home^ 
Trust  his  love  for  all  to  come. 


HTM17S. 

HYMN  23.   aM. 
itJ-RAOE  I  'tis  a  charming  sound, 
^^^ Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heayen  with  the  echo  shall  resoundy 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 
To  save  rebellions  man, 
And  all  the  means  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  pUuL 

S  Grace  guides  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  lieaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


HYMN  24.   S.M. 
T  IKE  Noah's  weary  dove, 
-^  That  soar'd  the  earth  around, 
But  not  a  resting-place  above 
The  cheerless  waters  found  ; 

2  O  ceasoymy  wandering  soul, 
On  restless  wing  to  roam ; 
All  the  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

8  Behold  the  Ark  of  God, 
Behold  the  open  door ; 
Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

4  There,  safe  thou  shalt  abide. 
There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blest 
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5  And,  wlieu  the  waves  of  ire 
Again  the  earth  shall  fill, 
The  Ai'k  shall  ride  the  sea  of  fire ; 
Then  rest  on  Sion's  hilL 


ETMK25.   aM. 

T  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
•*•    The  house  of  thine  abode, 
The  Ohurch  our  blest  Kedeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Ohurch,  0  Grod ; 
Her  walls  before  thee  staad. 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

8  If  e'er  to  bless  thy  sons, 
My  voice  or  hands  deny. 
These  hands  let  useful  sMll  forsake, 
This  voice  in  silence  die. 

4  If  e'er  my  heart  forget 

Her  welfare,  or  her  woe. 
Let  every  joy  this  heart  forsake, 
And  every  grief  o'erflo  w. 

5  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

6  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

7  Jesus,  thou  Friend  divine. 

Our  SaVioxxT  a.u^cix«"S.\xi^^ 
Thy  hand  irom  ei^erj  «>\i^^  «sAVa 
Shall  great  ^eV\vfeT«sic.^\snxs^. 
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8  Sure  as  thy  troth  shall  last^ 
To  Sion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  caii  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

HYMN  26.   CM. 

H^bnwa  xO.   18,  M-M. 

"VTOT  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
*-^   The  tempest,  fire,  and  smoke : 
Not  to  the  thmider  of  that  word 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke  • 

2  Bnt  we  are  come  to  Sion^s  hill, 
Tlie  city  of  onr  God; 
Where  milder  words  declare  his  will, 
And  spread  his  love  abroad. 

8  Behold  th'  innumerable  host 
Of  angels  clothed  in  light : 
Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just 
Whose  faith  is  changed  to  sight. 

4  Behold  the  bles^'d  assembly  there 

Whose  names  are  writ  in  heaven ; 
Hear  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  declare 
Their  sins,  through  Christ,  forgiven. 

5  Angels,  and  living  saints  and  dead, 

But  one  communion  make : 
All  join  in  Christ,  their  vital  Head, 
And  of  his  love  partake. 

HYMN  27.   8.M. 

r>LEST  is  the  tie  that  binds 
■^  Our  hearts  in  Christian  love : 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  united  prayers ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one ; 
Our  comforts  and  6vT  cares. 
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8  We  shore  our  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  eaoh  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  at  death  must  part^ 

How  keen,  how  deep  we  pain: 
But  we  shall  still  be  join'd  in  heai 
And  hope  to  meet  agiun. 

5  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  firee ; 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  n 
Throu^out  eternity. 

HYHK28.   ILL 


The  Ohmrehiti  Gkny, 

•XXnTH  joy  shall  1  behold  the  day 
'»    That  calls  my  willing  soul  awi^, 

To  dwell  among  the  blest: 
For  lo  I  my  great  Redeemer's  powei 
Unfolds  the  everlasting  door 
And  points  me  to  his  rest. 

2  Ev'n  now,  to  my  expecting  eyes 
The  heaven-built  towers  of  Salem  ri 

Their  glory  I  survey ; 
I  view  her  mansions  that  contain 
The  angel  host,  a  beauteous  train. 

And  shine  with  cloudless  day. 

8  Thither,  from  earth's  remotest  end, 
Lo  I  the  redeemed  of  God  ascend, 

Borne  on  immortal  wing ; 
There,  crown'd  with  everlasting  joj 
In  ceaseless  hymns  their  tongues  en 

Before  th'  Almighty  King. 

4  The  King  a  seat  hath  there  preparsi 
lligh  on  eternal  base  uprear'd. 
For  his  eternal  Son: 
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His  palaces  with  joy  abound; 
His  saints,  by  him  with  glory  crowned. 
Attend  and  share  his  throne. 

►    Mother  of!  cities  1  o'er  thy  head 

Bright  peace,  with  healing  wings  outspread, 

For  evermore  shall  dwell : 
Let  me,  blest  seat  I  my  name  behold 
Among  thy  citizens  enrolled. 

And  bid  the  world  farewelL 

HYMN  29.   LM. 

lMfadilU.1,1. 

TBIUMPHANT  SionI  lift  thy  head 
From  dust,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead : 
Though  humbled  long,  awake  at  length. 
And  gird  thee  with  tiiy  Saviour's  strength. 

2  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on. 
And  let  thy  excellence  be  known : 
Deck'd  in  the  robes  of  righteousness. 
The  world  ;thy  glories  shall  confess. 

8  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade. 
And  fill  thy  hallow'd  wfdls  with  dread ; 
No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  victory  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

4  God  from  on  high  has  heard  thy  prayer, 
His  hand  thy  ruins  shall  repair : 
Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 


THJg  LORD'S  DA  T. 
HYMN  30.   HI 

AWAKE,  ye  saints,  awake, 
And  haU  this  sacred  day ; 
In  loftiest  son(;;s  of  praise 
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1  oui  ^oyftil  hoiDAge  pay : 
Welcome  the  day  tiiat  Qod  haih  blest. 
The  tjpe  of  heaven^s  eternal  rest. 

2  On  this  anspicions  mom 
The  Lord  of  life  arose ; 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death. 

And  vanquish'd  all  our  roes : 
And  now  he  pleads  onr  canse  above, 
And  reaps  the  froits  of  all  his  love. 

8  All  hail,  trinmphant  Lord  I 
Heaven  with  hosannas  rings, 
And  earth,  in  humbler  strains, 
Thy  praise  responsive  sings : 
Worthy  the  Lamo  that  once  was  slain, 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign 

4  Great  King,  gird  on  thy  sword, 
Ascend  thy  conquering  car ; 
While  justice^  truth,  and  love. 
Maintain  thy  glorious  wai* : 
This  day  let  sinners  own  thy  sway, 
And  rebels  cast  their  arms  away. 

HYMN  81.   G.][. 

THIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made. 
Let  young  and  old  rejoice : 
To  him  be  vows  and  homage  paid, 
Whose  service  is  our  choice; 

2  This  is  the  temple  of  the  Lord : 
How  dreadful  is  this  place  I 
With  meekness  let  us  hear  his  word, 
With  reverence  seek  his  face. 

8  This  is  the  homage  he  requires ; 
The  voice  of  praise  and  prayer, 
The  soul  ^8  affections,  hopes,  deor^ 
Ourselves  and  all  we  ate* 
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t  While  rich  and  poor  for  mercy  call, 
iPropitious  from  the  skies, 
The  Lord,  the  Maker  of  them  all, 
Accepts  the  sacrifice. 

5  Well  pleased,  through  Jesus  Christ  hia  Son, 
From  sin  he  grants  release ; 
According  to  their  faith  'tis  done, 
He  bids  them  go  in  peace. 


HYMN  32.   S.3C. 

EL00:ME,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 


W 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near 
To  feast  his  saints  to-day ; 
Here  may  we  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

8  One  day  amidst  the  place 
Where  Jesus  is  within, 
Is  better  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasure  and  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
Till  it  is  call'd  to  soar  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. . 

HYMNSa   Lit 

ANOTHER  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  Lord's  day  has  begun ; 
Return,my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest, 
Improve  the  hours  thy  God  hath  blest, 

2  This  day  may  our  devotion  rise. 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies ; 
And  heaven  that  sweet  repose  bestow. 
Which  none  but  they  who  feel  it  know. 
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8  This  peaceful  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  sure  pledge  of  heavenly  rest, 
"Which  for  the  Ohnrch  of  God  remains, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  In  holy  duties,  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleasures  pass  away : 
How  sweet  a  sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 

HYMN  31  II.3. 

riREAT  God,  this  sacred  day  of  thine 
^^    Demands  the  soul's  collected  powers ; 
Gladly  we  now  to  thee  resign 

These  solemn,  consecrated  hours : 
O  may  our  souls  adoring  own 
The  grace  that  caUs  us  to  thy  throne. 

2  All-seeing  God  I  thy  piercing  eye 
Can  every  secret  thought  explore ; 
May  worldly  cares  our  bosoms  fly, 

And,  where  thou  art,  intrude  no  more : 
O  may  thy  grace  "our  spirits  move, 
And  fix  our  minds  oA  things  above  I 

8  Thy  Spirit's  powerful  aid  impart. 
And  bid  thy  word,  with  life  divine, 
Engage  the  ear,  and  warm  the  heart : 
Then  shall  the  day  indeed  be  thine ; 
Then  shall  our  souls  adoring  own 
The  grace  that  calls  us  to  thy  throne. 

HYMN  35.   11.4 

TIT  loud  exalted  strains, 

■*"    The  King  of  glory  praise ; 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  he  reigns, 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
But  Sion,  with  his  presence  hlet^ 
Is  his  delight,  his  chosen  rest. 
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2  O  King  of  Glory,  come ; 

And  witli  thy  favour  crown 
This  temple  as  thy  home, 

This  people  as  thy  own  : 
Beneath  this  roof  vouchsafe  to  show 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below. 

3  Now  let  thine  ear  attend 

Our  supplicating  cries ; 
Now  let  our  praise  ascend, 

Accepted  to  the  skies : 
Now  let  thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
Spread  its  celestial  influence  round. 

4  Here  may  the  listening  throng 

Imbibe  thy  truth  and  love ; 
Here  Christians  join  the  song 

Of  seraphim  above ; 
Till  all  who  humbly  seek  thy  face, 
Bejoice  in  thy  abounding  grace. 

HYMN  36.   L.M. 

TpAR  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone ; 

-*-      Let  my  religious  hours  alone : 
From  flesh  and  sense  I  would  be  free. 
And  hold  communion.  Lord,  with  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire 

To  see  thy  grace,  to  taste  thy  love, 
And  feel  thine  influence  from  above. 

3  When  I  can  say  that  God  is  mine. 
When  I  can  see  thy  glories  shine, 
ril  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet. 
And  all  that  men  call  rich  and  great. 

4  Send  comfort  down  from  thy  right  hand, 
To  cheer  me  in  this  barren  land ; 

And  in  thy  temple  let  me  know 
The  joys  thji*  from  thy  presence  flow. 
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HYMN  37.   L.M. 

MY  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  returning  day ; 
My  thoughts,  0  God,  ascend  to  thee, 
While  thus  my  early  vows  I  pay. 

2  I  yield  my  heart  to  thee  alone, 

Nor  would  receive  another  guest ; 
Eternal  King  1  erect  thy  throne, 

And  reign  sole  monarch  in  my  breast 

8  O  bid  this  trifling  world  retire, 

And  drive  each  carnal  thought  away ; 
Nor  let  me  feel  one  vain  desire. 
One  sinful  thought,  through  ail  the  day. 

4:  Then,  to  thy  courts  when  I  repair, 
My  soul  shall  rise  on  joyful  wing, 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  declare, 
And  join  the  strains  which  angels  sing. 

HYMN  38.   in.l. 

rpO  thy  temple  I  repair  ; 

-*-  Lord,  I  love  to  worship  there ; 
While  thy  glorious  praise  is  sung, 
Touch  my  lips,  unloose  my  tongue, 

2  While  the  prayers  of  saints  ascend, 
God  of  love,  to  mine  attend ; 
Uear  me,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads ; 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

8  While  I  hearken  to  thy  law, 
Fill  my  soul  with  humble  awe, 
Till  thy  Gospel  bring  to  me 
Life  and  immortality. 

i  While  thy  ministers  proclaim 
Peace  and  pardon  in  thy  Name, 
Through  their  voice,  by  faith,  may  I 
Hear  tiice  speaking  from  on  high. 


HYMNB. 

5  From  thy  honse  when  I  return, 
May  my  heart  within  mo  burn ; 
And  at  evening  let  me  say, 
"  I  have  walked  with  God  to-day." 

HY3IK39.   L.  M. 
After  Sermon, 

A  LMIGHTY  Father,  bless  the  word, 
'*^  Which,  through  thy  grace,  we  now  havo  heard; 
0  may  the  precious  seed  take  root. 
Spring  np,  and  bear  abundant  fruit. 

8  We  praise  thee  for  the  means  of  grace, 
Thns  in  thy  courts  to  seek  thy  face : 
Grant,  Lord,  that  we  who  worship  here 
May  ail,  at  length,  in  heaven  appear. 

HYM]<r40.   in.5. 

T  ORD,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
-*-^    Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 

O  refresh  us, 
Travelling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 
For  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound : 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

ADVEKT. 

HYMN  41.   CM. 

LI  ARK  I  the  glad  souad,  tlie  Saviour  oomea, 
-^-*-    The  Saviour  promised  long : 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  e^ery  voice  a  song 
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2  On  him  the  Spirit,  largely  pour'd, 
Exerts  his  sacred  fire ; 
Wisdom  and  might,  and  zeal  and  loye^ 
His  holy  hreast  inspire. 

8  He  comes,  the  prisoners  to  release, 
In  Satan^s  bondage  held ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  him  bnrst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

4  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 
To  clear  the  mental  ray ; 
And  on  the  eyes  oppressed  with  night| 
To  ponr  celestial  day. 

6  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 
T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

6  Our  glad  liosannas.  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim ; 
And  heaveif  s  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  Name. 

HYMN42.  ma 

XT  AIL  I  thou  long-expected  Jesns, 
-'-'-    Bom  to  set  tiiy  people  free : 
From  our  sins  and  fears  release  us, 
Let  us  find  our  rest  in  thee. 

2  IsraePs  strength  and  consolation, 
Hope  of  all  the  saints,  thou  art ; 
Long  desired  of  every  nation, 
Joy  of  every  waiting  heart. 

8  Bom  thy  people  to  deliver. 
Born  to  xevga.  m  "^^  ^«^  «^'«> 
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4  By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 
Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit, 
Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

CHRISTMAS, 
HYMN  43.   CM. 

Lake  U.  »-lS. 

WHILE  shepherds  watch'd  their  flocks  by  nighl^ 
All  seated  on  the  ground, 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down. 
And  glory  shone  around. 

!  "Fear  not,"  said  he,  for  mighty  dread 
Had  seized  their  troubled  mind ; 
"  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
To  you,  and  all  mankind. 

"  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day 

Is  born,  of  David's  line, 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord, 

And  this  shall  be  the  sign : 

"  The  heavenly  babe  you  there  shall  find, 

To  human  view  display'd. 
All  meanly  wrapt  in  swathing  bands, 

And  in  a  manger  laid." 

Thus  spake  the  seraph,  and  forthwith  . 

Appear'd  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 

Addressed  their  joyful  song : 

"  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 
Good-will,  henceforth,  from  heaven  to  men, 

Be^n  and  never  cease." 

HYMN  44.   CM. 

WHILE  angels  thus,  0  Lord,  rejoice, 
Shall  men  no  anthem  raise  ? 
O  may  we  lose  these  useless  tongues, 
When  we  forget  to  praise. 
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2  Ther.  let  us  swell  responsive  notes, 
And  join  the  heavenly  throng ; 
For  angels  no  such  love  have  known, 
As  we,  to  wake  their  song. 

8  Gk>od-will  to  sinfdl  dust  is  shown, 
And  peace  on  earth  is  given ; 
For  lo  I  th^  incarnate  Saviour  comes, 
With  news  of  joy  from  heaveiL 

4  Mercy  and  truth,  with  sweet  accord, 

His  rising  beams  adorn ; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  in  concert  sing, 
"  The  promised  child  is  bom  I " 

5  Glory  to  God,  in  highest  strains, 

By  highest  worlds  is  paid ; 
Be  glory,  then,  by  us  proclaimed, 
And  by  our  lives  display'd ; 

6  TOl  we  attain  those  blissful  realms, 

Whei:e  now  our  Saviour  reigns ; 
To  rival  these  celestial  choirs 
In  their  immortal  strains. 

HT10r45.  mi. 

TTARK I  the  herald  angels  sing, 
-*-'-  Glory  to  the  new -bom  King ; 

Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild ; 

God  and  sinners  reconciled. 

2  Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise. 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies ; 
With  th'  angelic  host  proclaim, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  I 

8  Ohriat,  by  highest  heaven  adored. 
Late  m  \.\iu«>  \i^\voVi\:YKv  ^iRsvs^jb^ 
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4  Veil'd  in  flesh,  the  Godhead  see : 
Hail  th'  incarnate  Deity, 
Pleased,  as  man,  with  man  to  dwell ; 
Jesus,  now  EnmianueL 

5  Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings, 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings ; 
Hail  the  Son  of  righteonsness ! 

Hdl  the  heaven-bom  Prince  of  Peace  t 

HYMN  46. 
Chortu. 
[JT  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing ; 
•usalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  Kingl 

.,  the  marvellous  story  be  telling, 

lie  Son  of  the  Highest,  how  lowly  his  birth  I 

brightest  archangel  in  glory  excelling, 

e  stoops  to  redeem  thee,  he  reigns  upon  earth  1 

Ohorut, 

[iout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing ; 
smsalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King  1 

how  he  Cometh ;  from  nation  to  nation, 
he  heart-cheering  news  let  the  earth  echo  round; 
7  free  to  the  faithful  he  offers  salvation, 
iow  his  people  with  joy  everlasting  are  crown'd. 

Chorus. 
bout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing ; 
3rusalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King  I 

tals,  your  homage  be  gratefiQly  bringing, 
.nd  sweet  let  the  gladsome  hosanna  arise ; 
angels,  the  foil  hmlelujah  be  singing; 
>ne  chorus  resound  thro'  the  earth  and  the  sides: 

Ohonts. 

hout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing ; 
emsalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King  1 
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HTMN47.   CM. 

TlfE  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined, 
Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 
The  people  now  behold  the  dawn, 
Who  dwelt  in  death  and  night 

3  To  hail  thy  rising,  Sun  of  life. 

The  gathering  nations  come; 
Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear 
Their  harvest  treasures  home. 

8  For  thou  our  burden  hast  removed , 
Th'  oppressor's  reign  is  broke ; 
Thy  fiery  conflict  with  the  foe 
Has  burst  his  cruel  yoke. 

4  To  us  the  promised  Child  is  bom; 

To  us  the  Son  is  given ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
And  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

5  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermore  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Oounsellor,' 
The  miglity  God  and  Lord. 

6  His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread, 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know ; 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 
And  peace  abound  below.   • 

END  OF  THE  YEAB, 
HYMN 48.   CM, 
rpiME  hastens  on ;  ye  longing  saints, 
-•-  Now  raise  your  voices  high ; 
And  magnify  that  sovereign  love 
Which  shows  salvation  nigh. 

2  As  time  departs  salvation  comes; 
Each  moment  brings  it  near : 
Then  welcome  each  declining  day, 
Welcome  each  closing  year. 
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8  !N'ot  many  years  their  course  shall  nm, 
Not  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 
To  our  transported  eyes. 

HYMN  49.   O.IL 

St.  lMk»  ziii.  &-%. 

SEE,  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord, 
A  barren  fig-tree  stands ; 
No  fruit  it  yields,  no  blossom  bears, 
Though  planted  by  His  hands. 

2  From  year  to  year  the  tree  He  views, 
And  still  no  fruit  is  found ; 
Then  "  Out  it  down,"  the  Lord  commands 
"  Why  cumbers  it  the  ground?  " 

8  But  lo  I  the  gracious  Saviour  pleads ; 
"The  barren  fig-tree  spare, 
Another  year  in  mercy  wait, 
It  yet  may  bloom  and  bear : 

'  4  "But  if  my  culture  prove  in  vain, 
And  stiU  no  fruit  be  found, 
I  plead  no  more ;  destroy  the  tree, 
And  root  it  from  thy  ground." 

UTEW  YE4B. 
HYMN  50.   L.M. 

TBDE  God  of  life,  whose  constant  care 
Witii  blessings  crowns  each  opening  year 
My  scanty  span  doth  still  prolong. 
Aid  wakes  anew  mine  annual  song. 

2  How  many  precious  souls  are  fled 
To  the  vast  regions  of  the  dead, 
Since  to  this  day  the  changing  sun 
Through  his  last  yearly  period  run  I 

8  We  yet  survive ;  but  who  can  say, 
"  Or  through  this  year,  or  month,  or  day, 
I  shall  retain  this  vital  breath, 
Thus  far,  at  least,  in  league  with  deatli  ? " 
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4  That  breath  is  thine,  eternal  Grod; 
Tis  thine  to  fix  my  sonl's  abode ; 
It  holds  its  life  from  thee  alone, 

On  earth,  or  in  the  world  unknown. 

5  To  thee  our  spirits  we  resign. 

Make  them  and  own  them  still  as  thine; 
So  shall  thej  live  secnre  from  fear, 
Though  death  should  blast  the  rising  year. 

6  Thy  children,  panting  to  be  gone, 
May  bid  the  tide  of  time  roll  on, 
To  land  tJiem  on  that  happy  shore, 
Wliere  years  and  death  are  known  no  more. 

7  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin,  nor  hell,  shall  reach  that  place; 
No  groans,  to  mingle  with  the  songs 
Resounding  from  immortal  tongues : 

8  No  more  alarms  from  ghostly  foes ; 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

9  O  long-expected  year  I  begin; 
Dawn  on  this  world  of  woe  and  sin ; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
To  sleep  in  death,  and  rest  with  God. 

HTHNM.  O.K. 

A  S  o'er  the  past  my  memory  strays, 
-^^  Why  heaves  the  secret  sigh  ? 
'Tis  that  I  mourn  departed  days, 
Still  unprepared  to  die. 

2  The  world  and  worldly  things  beloyedf 
My  anxious  thoughts  employed ; 
And  time  unhallow'd,  unimproved, 
Presents  a  fearful  void. 


8  Yet,  holy  Father,  wild  despair 

Chase  from  my  labouring  breast ; 
Thy  grace  it  is  which  prompts  the  prayer, 
That  grace  can  do  the  rest. 

4  My  life's  brief  remnant  all  be  thine ; 
And  when  thy  sure  decree 
Bids  me  this  fleeting  breath  resign, 
O  speed  my  soul  to  thee. 

EPIPITAIf^Y. 
HYMN  62.   S.  M. 

lMi»h  Hi.  1-10. 

TTOW  beauteous  are  their  feet 
•^-^  Who  stand  on  Sion's  hill ; 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal. 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice : 

How  sweet  their  tidings  are : 
"  Sion,  behold  thy  Saviour-King, 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound. 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 

4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes 

That  see  this  heavenly  light : 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

6  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad* 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 
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HYMN  63.   n.  5. 

13ISE,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rise ; 

•*-*'  Exalt  thy  towering  head  and  lift  thine  eyes : 
See  heaven  its  sparkling  poi*tal3  wide  display, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day. 

2  Bee  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn, 
See  future  sons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side  arise, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies. 

8  See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend : 
See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  prostrate  kingf 
While  every  land  its  joyous  tribute  brings. 

4  The  seas  shall  waste,  the  skies  to  smoke  decay, 
Kocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  his  saving  power  remains ; 
Thy  realm  shall  last,  thy  own  Messiah  reigns. 

HYM554.   n.6 

PMlmlzzii. 

XT  AIL  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 
-^*-  Great  David's  greater  Son; 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 
His  reign  on  earth  begun  I 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  transgression. 
And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  comes  with  succour  speedy, 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong. 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong: 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing^ 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls,  condenm'd  aiid  dyin^ 

Were  precious  in  his  sight. 
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8  He  shall  descend  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth ; 
And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth : 
Before  him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountainsi 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

4  To  him  shall  prayer  unceasing. 

And  daily  vows  ascend ; 
His  kingdom,  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  Name  shall  stand  for  ever : 

That  Name  to  us  is  Love. 

HYMN 55.   CM. 

'^'ER  mountain-tops  the  mount  of  God 
^  In  latter  days  shall  rise. 
Above  the  summits  of  the  hills. 
And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 

To  this  the  joyful  nations  round. 
All  tribes  and  tongues,  shall  flow ; 

Up  to  the  mount  of  God,  they'll  say, 
And  to  his  house  we'll  go. 

The  beams  th&t  shine  from  Sion's  hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  towers 

Shall  £dl  the  world  command. 

Among  the  nations  he  shall  judge ; 

His  judgments  truth  shall  guide ; 
His  sceptre  shall  protect  the  just, 

And  crush  the  sinner's  pride. 
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6  For  peaceful  implements  shall  men 
Exchange  their  swords  and  spean; 
Nor  shall  they  study  war  again 
Throughout  those  happy  years. 

6  Oome,  O  ye  house  of  Jacx)h  1  come 
To  worship  at  his  shrine ; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  graces  shine. 

LENT, 
HYMN 56.   JUL 

SAVIOUR,  when  in  dust,  to  thee, 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  streaming  eyes ; 
O,  by  all  thy  pains  and  woe, 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

2  By  thy  birth  and  early  years, 
By  thy  human  griefs  and  fears, 
By  thy  fasting  and  distress 
In  the  lonely  wilderness, 
By  thy  victory  in  the  hour 
Of  the  subtle  tempter's  power; 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

8  By  thine  hour  of  dark  despair, 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer, 
By  the  purple  robe  of  scorn. 
By  thy  wounds,  thy  crown  of  thoni| 
By  thy  cross,  thy  pangs  and  crie8| 
By  thy  perfect  sacrifice ; 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 
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4  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan. 
By  the  seal'd  sepulchral  stone, 
By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
By  thy  power  from  death  to  save ; 
Mighty  God,  ascended  Lord, 
To  thy  throne  in  heaven  restored, 
Prince  and  Saviour,  hear  our  cry, 
Hear  our  solenm  litany. 

HYMN  57.   LM. 

TiTY  God,  permit  toe  not  to  he 
•^■^  A  straiiger  to  myself  and  thee : 

Amidst  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rovCj 

Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Why  should  my  passions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  dehase  my  heavenly  hirth  ? 
Why  should  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  all  my  purest  joys  forego  ? 

8  Call  me  away  from  flesh  and  sense ; 

Thy  grace,  0  Lord,  can  draw  me  thence : 

I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 
'    And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

HYMN  58.   CM. 

A  LAS,  what  hourly  dangers  rise, 
-^    What  snares  beset  my  way ; 
To  heaven,  0  let  me  lift  mine  eyes. 
And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 

2  How  oft  my  mournful  thoughts  complain, 
And  melt  in  flowing  tears : 
My  weak  resistance,  ah,  how  vain. 
How  strong  my  foes  and  fears. 

8  O  gracious  God,  in  whom  I  live. 
My  feeble  efforts  aid ; 
Help  me  to  watch,  and  pray,  and  strive. 
Though  trembling  and  afraid. 
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4  Inorease  my  faith,  increase  my  hope. 

When  foes  and  fears  prevail ; 
And  hear  my  fainting  spirit  np, 
Or  soon  my  strength  will  feul. 

5  Whenever  temptations  fright  my  hearty 

Or  lare  my  feet  aside, 
My  God,  thy  powerful  aid  impart, 
My  guardian  and  my  guide. 

6  O  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way, 

And  hid  the  tempter  flee ; 

And  let  me  never,  never  stray 

From  happiness  and  thee. 

HYMN  59.   CM. 

TTOW  oft,  alas  I  this  wretched  heart 
-*-*•    Has  wander'd  from  the  Lord : 
How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart, 
Forgetftd  of  his  word. 

2  Yet  sovereign  mercy  caUs,  "  Betnm ;  * 
Dear  Lord,  and  may  I  come  ? 
My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn ; 
O,  take  the  wanderer  home. 

8  And  canst  thou,  wilt  thou  yet  forgive. 
And  bid  my  crimes  remove  ? 
And  shall  a  pardoned  rebel  live 
To  speak  thy  wondrous  love  ? 

4  Almighty  grace,  thy  healing  power, 

How  glorious,  how  divine ; 
That  can  to  life  and  bliss  restore 
So  vile  a  heart  as  mine. 

5  Thy  pardoning  love^  so  free,  so  sweety 

Dear  SavioTxr,!  aAoit^*. 
O  keep  me  at  t'iiiT  ^^LCt^ifefiJs 
And  let  me  xove  uo  mot^ 
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HYMN  60.   LM. 
OU,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
3  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
h,  prove  my  heart ;  it  looks  to  thee, 
rst  its  bonds,  and  set  it  free. 

I  out  its  stains,  remove  its  dross, 
my  affections  to  the  cross ; 
w  each  thought,  let  all  within 
ean,  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 

;ou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way ; 

»es,  no  violence  I  fear, 

Etrm,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

I  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow, 
1  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
,  thy  timely  aid  impart, 
raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 

ur,  where'er  thy  steps  I  see, 
tless,  untired,  I  follow  thee : 
thy  hand  support  me  still, 
lead  me  to  thy  holy  will. 

[866  Eynwu  on  Iiep«rUano€.] 

JSIOir  WEEK  AND  GOOD  FRIDAY, 
HYMN  61.   in.4. 

iMiah  IxiU.  1-4. 

)  is  this  that  comes  from  Edom, 
ill  his  raiment  stain'd  with  blood, 
IB  captive  speaking  freedom, 
nging  and  bestowing  good ; 
ous  in  the  garb  he  wears, 
008  in  the  spoil  he  bears  ? 

he  Saviour,  now  victorious, 
ivelling  onward  in  his  might ; 
tie  Saviour,  O  how  glorious 
his  people  is  the  sight  I 

conquer'd,  and  the  grave, 

now  is  strong  to  save. 
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8  Why  that  blood  his  raiment  staining  ? 
'Tis  the  blood  of  many  slain ; 
Of  his  foes  there's  none  remaining^ 

None,  the  contest  to  maintain : 
Fall'n  they  are,  no  more  to  rise, 
All  their  glory  prostrate  lies. 

4  Mighty  Yictor  I  reign  for  ever, 
Wear  the  crown  so  dearly  won ; 

Never  shall  thy  people,  niBver, 
Cease  to  sing  what  thou  hast  done : 

Thou  hast  fought  thy  people's  foes ; 

Thou  hast  heal'd  thy  people's  woes. 

HYKN62.   LM. 

W'HEN  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  oh  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  cross  of  Christ  my  God : 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  thy  blood. 

8  See !  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet  ? 
Or  thorns  compose  a  Saviour's  crowlif 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  lAlie, 
That  were  a  tribute  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  life,  my  soul,  my  alL 

HYMN  63.   CM. 

DEHOLD  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
-*-^    Nail'd  to  the  shameM  tree ; 
How  vast  the  love  that  him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  me  I 
IB*  \% 


lark,  how  he  groans  I  while  nature  shakos, 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  hend ; 

?he  temple's  vail  in  sunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 

Tis  done  I  the  precious  ransom's  paid : 
"  Receive  my  soul !  "  he  cries ; 

5ee  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head  I 
He  bows  his  head  and  dies. 

But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envious  chain, 

And  in  full  glory  shine ; 
)  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain, 

Was  ever  love  like  thine  I 

HYMN  64.   CM. 

pT  Saviour  hanging  on  the  tree, 
■-    In  agonies  and  blood, 
MEethought  once  turned  his  eyjBS  on  mo, 
As  near  his  cross  I  stood. 

Sure,  never  till  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look ; 
[t  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death, 

Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

Ify  conscience  felt  and  own'd  the  guilt. 

And  plunged  me  in  despair ; 
[  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt, 

And  help'd  to  nail  him  there. 

Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did ; 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain : 
Where  sball  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  f 

For  I  the  Lord  have  slain. 

A.  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 

"  I  freely  all  forgive ; 
4.his  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid, 

I  die  that  thou  may'st  live." 
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6  Thns,  while  his  death  mj  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackest  hue — 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace — 
Itri  seals  my  pardon  too. 

HT1CN65.   O.K 

FROM  whence  these  direful  omens  roun 
Which  heaven  and  earth  amaze  f 
Wherefore  do  earthquakes  cleave  the  g. 
Why  hides  the  sun  his  rays  ? 

2  Well  may  the  earth  astonish^  shake, 
And  nature  sympathize ; 
The  sun  as  darkest  night  be  black : 
Their  Maker,  Jesus,  dies  I 

8  Behold,  fast  streaming  from  the  tree, 
His  all-atoning  blood  I 
Is  this  the  Infinite  ?  'tis  He, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God  I 

4  For  me  these  pangs  his  soul  assail, 
For  me  this  death  is  borne ; 
My  sins  gave  sharpness  to  the  nail, 
And  pointed  every  thorn. 

6  Let  sin  no  more  my  soul  enslave. 
Break,  Lord,  its  tyrant  chain ; 
O  save  me,  whom  thou  cam'st  to  save, 
Nor  bleed,  nor  die  in  vain. 

HYMN  66.    L.M.  * 

St.  John  ziz.  80. 

'rpiS  flnisli'd ;   so  the  Saviour  cried, 
-*■  And  meekly  bow'd  his  head  and  diec 
*Tis  finish'd :  yes,  the  work  is  done, 
Thelbattle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

2  'Tis  iinishM :  all  that  heaven  decreed, 
And  all  the  ancient  prophets  said. 
Is  now  fulfill'd,  as  long  designed, 
In  me,  the  Saviour  of  mankind.^ 
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8  'Tis  finish'd :  Aaron  now  no  more 
Must  stain  his  robes  with  pur{)le  gore: 
The  sacred  vail  is  rent  in  twain, 
And  Jewish  rites  no  more  remain, 

4  'Tis  finish'd :  this  my  dying  groan, 
Shall  sins  of  every  kind  atone : 
Millions  shall  be  redeemed  from  death, 
By  this,  my  last  expiring  breath. 

6  'Tis  finish*d ;  heaven  is  reconciled. 
And  all  the  powers  of  darkness  spoil'd : 
Peace,  love,  and  happiness,  again 
Return  and  dwell  with  sinfiil  men. 

6  'Tis  finish'd :  let  the  joyful  sound 

Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round : 

'Tis  finish'd :  let  the  echo  fly 

Through  heaven  and  hell,  through  earth  and  sky. 

HYMN  67.   L.M. 
For  Xk6.  Jew», 
TTIGH  on  the  bending  willows  hung, 
-*-*-  Israel,  still  sleeps  the  tuneful  string  ? 
Still  mute  remains  the  sullen  tongue. 
And  Sion's  song  denies  to  sing  ? 

2  Awake  1  thy  loudest  raptures  raise. 

Let  harp  and  voice  unite  their  strains: 
Thy  promised  King  his  sceptre  sways ; 
Behold,  thy  own  Messiah  reigns. 

8  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam, 

And,  weeping,  think  on  Jordan's  flood ; 
In  every  clime  behold  a  home ; 
In  every  temple  see  thy  God.    ' 

4  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require ; 

No  strangers  mock  thy  captive  chain ; 
Thy  friends  provoke  the  silent  lyre, 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 
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i  Then  why  on  bending  willows  hung, 
Israel,  still  sleeps  the  tuneful  string  t 
Why  mute  remains  the  sullen  tongue, 
And  Siou's  song  delays  to  sing? 

JPASTBB. 
HYMN  68,    CM, 

1  Cor.  ▼,  8. — Rom.  ri.  9, 10,  11. 

SINCE  Christ  our  Passover  is  slain, 
A  sacrifice  for  all. 
Let  all,  with  thankful  hearts,  agree 
To  keep  the  festival : 

2  Not  with  the  leaven,  as  of  old, 
Of  sin  and  malice  fed ; 
But  with  unfeign'd  sincerity, 
And  truth's  unleaven'd  bread. 

8  Christ  being  raised  by  power  divine, 
And  rescued  from  the  grave, 
Shall  die  no  more ;  death  shall  on  him 
No  more  dominion  have. 

4  For  that  he  died,  *twas  for  our  sins 

He  once  vouchsafed  to  die ; 
But  that  he  lives,  he  lives  to  Grod 
For  all  eternity. 

5  So  count  yourselves  as  dead  to  sin. 

But  graciously  restored, 
And  made,  henceforth,  alive  to  God 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

HYMN  69.   m.l. 

CHRIST  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day, 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say : 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  hi^ 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  eai-Ui  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  light,  the  victory  won: 
Jesus'  agony  is  o'er, 
Darkness  veils  the  earth  no  morew 


o  Vain  the  stone,  the  watoh,  the  seal, 
Christ  has  bnrst  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Death  in  vain  forbids  him  rise, 
Christ  hath  opened  paradise. 

4t  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ; 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise ; 
Oars  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

HYMN  70.   L,1C. 

CoL  iii.  1,  S. 

"Y^E  faithful  sonls  who  Jesns  know, 
-*-    If  risen  indeed  with  him  ye  are, 
Superior  to  the  joys  below, 

His  resurrection's  power  declare: 

2  Your  faith  by  holy  tempers  prove,  ^ 
By  actions  show  your  sins  forgiven, 
And  seek  the  glorious  things  above. 
And  follow  Christ,  your  Head,  to  heaven. 

8  There  your  exalted  Saviour  see. 
Seated  at  God's  right  hand  again, 
In  all  his  Father's  majesty, 
In  everlasting  power  to  reign. 

4  To  him  continually  aspire, 

Contending  for  your  destined  place. 
And  emulate  the  angel  choir, 
And  only  live  to  love  and  praise. 

HYMN 71,  CM. 

1  Cor.  XT.  SO,  SI,  Si.— CM.  UI.  I. 

CHRIST  from  the  dead  is  raised,  and  made 
The  First-Fruits  of  the  tomb ; 
For,  as  by  man  came  death,  by  man 
Did  resurrection  come. 

2  For,  as  in  Adam  all  mankind 
Did  guilt  and  death  derive ; 
So,  by  the  righteousness  of  Ohristj 
Shall  all  be  made  alive. 
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8  If  then  ye  risen  are  with  Ohrist, 
Seek  only  how  to  get 
The  things  which  are  ahove,  where  Christ 
At  GocVs  right  hand  is  set. 

ASOEITBIOir. 

HYMN  72.   L.M. 
E  dies,  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies: 
Lo  I  Salem's  daughters  weep  aronnd : 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies ; 
A  sudden  tremhling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  Ye  saints,  approach,  the  anguish  view 
Of  him  who  groans  heneath  your  load ; 
He  gives  his  precious  life  for  you, 
For  you  he  sheds  his  precious  hlood. 

8  Here's  love  and  grief  heyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  Glory  dies  for  men ; 
But  lo !  what  sudden  joys  we  see, 
Jesus,  the  dead,  revives  again. 

4  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 

Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

5  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns ; 
Sing  how  he  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  heU, 
And  led  the  tyrant  death  in  chains. 

6  Say,  "  Live  for  ever,  glorious  King, 

Born  to  redeem,  instruct,  and  save  I " 
Then  ask — "O  death,  where  Is  thy  sting! 
And  where  thy  victory,  O  grave?  " 

HYMN  73.   L.M. 

/^UR  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 
"  Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high: 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led. 
Dragged  to  the  portals  oif  the  tkj. 
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S  There  his  triumphal  chariot  waita, 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay : 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates, 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way." 

8  Loose  all  your  hars  of  massy  light, 
And  wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene ; 
He  claims  those  mansions  as  his  right ; 
Keoeive  the  King  of  Glory  in. 

4  "  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory,  who?" 

The  Lord  that  all  his  foes  o'ercame, 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  o'erthrew ; 
And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror^s  name. 

5  Lo  I  his  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay, 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gatea^ 
Ye  everlasting  dooi*s,  give  way." 

6  "  Who  is  the  King  of  Glory,  who  ?" 

The  Lord  of  boundless  power  possessed, 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels  too, 
God  over  all,  for  ever  bless'd. 

WEIT'SXmDAT, 

HYMN  71   CM. 

COME,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator  come, 
Inspire  these  souls  of  thine ; 
Till  every  heart  which  thou  hast  made, 
Be  fill'd  with  grace  divine. 

2  Thou  art  the  Comforter,  the  gift 

Of  God,  and  fire  of  love ; 

The  everlasting  spring  of  joy, 

And  unction  from  above. 

8  Thy  ^fts  are  manifold,  thou  writ'st 
God's  law  in  each  true  heart ; 
The  promise  of  the  Father,  thou 
D<Mt  heavenly  speech  impark 
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4  Enlighten  pur  dark  souls,  till  they 
Thy  sacred  love  embrace ; 
Assist  our  minds,  by  nature  frail, 
With  thy  celestial  grace. 

6  Drive  far  from  ns  the  mortal  foe, 
And  give  ns  peace  within ; 
That,  by  thy  guidance  blest,  we  may 
Escape  the  snares  of  sin. 

6  Teach  us  the  Father  to  confess, 
And  Son,  from  death  revived. 
And  thee,  with  both,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
Who  aii;  from  both  derived. 

HYMN 75.   CM. 

COME,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  See  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  these  earthly  toys : 
Our  souls,  how  heavily  they  go, 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

I 

8  In  vain  we  tune  our  lifeless  songs, 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise : 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Oome,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love^ 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

HYMN 76.   CM. 
TTE'S  come,  let  every  knee  be  bent, 
-*-^  All  hearts  new  joy  resume ; 
Singr,  ye  redeemed,  with  one  <k)ns6iit^ 
"The  Comforter  is  come." 
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2  Wliat  greater  gift,  what  greater  love, 
Oonld  God  on  man  bestow  ? 
Angels  for  this  rejoice  above, 
Let  man  rejoice  below. 

8  Hail,  blessed  Spirit !  may  each  sonl 
Thy  sacred  inflnence  feel ; 
Do  thon  each  sinful  thought  control, 
And  fix  our  wavering  zeal. 

4  Thon  to  the  conscience  dost  convey 

Those  checks  which  we  should  know ; 
Thy  motions  point  to  ns  the  way ; 
Thon  giv'st  ns  strength  to  go. 

TRINITY  8Xnn>A  F, 

HYMN  77.   L.M. 

OHOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
Bright  in  thy  deeds  and  in  thy  !N'ame, 
For  ever  be  thy  Name  adored. 

Thy  glories  let  the  world  proclaim. 

2  O  Jesns,  Lamb  once  crucified 
To  take  our  load  of  sins  away, 
Thine  be  .the  hymn  that  rolls  its  tide 
Along  the  realms  of  upper  day. 

8  O  Holy  Spirit  from  above. 

In  streams  of  light  and  glory  given. 
Thou  source  of  ecstasy  and  love, 

Thy  praises  ring  through  earth  and  heaven. 

4  O  God  Triune,  to  thee  we  owe 

Our  every  tiiought,  our  every  song; 
And  ever  may  thy  praises  flow 

From  saint  and  seraph^s  burning  tongue. 

HYMN  78.   L.M. 

FATHER  of  all,  whose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  pardoning  love  extend. 
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8  Almighty  Son,  incarnate  Word, 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lore!, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  saving  grace  extend. 

8  Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  breath 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death. 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend; 
To  us  thy  quickening  power  extend. 

4  Jehovah  I  Father,  Spirit,  Son, 
Mysterious  Godhead,  Three  in  One  I 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
Grace,  pardon,  life,  to  ns  extend. 

HYMN  79.  IL4. 

W'E  give  immortal  praise 
To  God  the  Father's  love, 
For  all  our  comforts  here, 
And  all  our  hopes  above : 
He  sent  his  own 

Eternal  Son 
To  die  for  sins 
That  man  had  done. 

8  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too. 
Who  saved  us  by  his  blood 
From  everlasting  woe : 
And  now  he  lives. 

And  now  he  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit 
Of  all  his  pains.  ■ 

8  To  Gk)d  the  Spirit,  praise 
And  endless  worship  give. 
Whose  new-creating  power 
Makes  the  dead  sinner  live: 
His  work  completes 
The  great  design, 
And  fills  the  soul 
With  joy  divine. 
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4  Almighty  God,  to  thee 

Be  endless  honours  done ; 
The  sacred  Persons  Three, 
The  Godhead  only  One ; 
Where  reason  fails 

With  all  her  powers, 
There  faith  prevails, 
And  love  adores. 

FAST  DAT, 
HYMN  80.   0.  IC. 

ALMIGHTY  Lord,  before  thy  throne 
Thy  mourning  people  bend: 
'Tis  on  thy  pardoning  grace  alone. 
Our  prostoate  hopes  depend. 

2  Dark  judgments,  from  thy  heavy  hand, 
Thy  dreadful  power  displav  ; 
Yet  mercy  spares  our  guilty  land, 
And  still  we  live  to  pray. 

8  How  changed,  alas !  are  truths  divine, 
For  error,  guilt,  and  shame ; 
What  impious  numbers,  bold  in  sin, 
Disgrace  the  Christian  name. 

4  O  turn  us,  turn  us,  mighty  Lord, 

Convert  us  by  thy  grace ; 
Then  shall  our  hearts  obey  thy  word, 
And  see  again  thy  face. 

5  Then  should  oppressing  foes  invade, 

We  will  not  sink  in  fear ; 
Secure  of  all-sufficient  aid. 
When  God,  our  God,  is  near. 

HYMN  81.  ma 

DREAD  Jehovah,  God  of  nations. 
From  thy  temple  in  the  skies, 
Hear  thy  people's  supplications, 
Now  for  their  deliverance  rise : 
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2  Lo !  with  deep  oontritiOL  tarn  ng^, 
Humbly  at  thy  feet  we  bend ; 
Hear  ns,  fasting,  praying,  nuHimiiv,. 
Hear  ns,  spare  ns,  and  defend. 

8  Though  onr  sins,  onr  hearts  confonrdiDg, 
Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  call. 
Thou  hast  mercy  more  abounding, 
Jesus'  blood  can  cleanse  them  all. 

4  Let  that  love  veil  our  transgression, 
Let  that  blood  our  guilt  efface : 
Save  thy  people  from  oppression, 
Save  from  spoil  thy  holy  place. 

HIKN82.   L.K. 
JPrayer  <md  Mops  qf  Victory, 

"VrOW  may  the  God  of  grace  and  x)ower 
■^     Attend  his  people's  humble  cry ; 
Defend  them  in  the  needful  hour, 
And  send  deliverance  from  on  high. 

2  In  his  salvation  is  our  hope ; 

And  in  the  Name  of  IsraeFs  God, 
Our  troops  shall  lift  their  banners  up, 
Our  navies  spread  their  flags  abroad. 

8  Some  trust  in  horses  train'd  for  war, 

And  some  of  chariots  make  their  boasts ; 
Our  surest  expectations  are 
From  thee,  the  Lord  of  heavenly  hosts. 

4  Then  save  us.  Lord,  from  slavish  fear, 
And  let  our  trust  be  ftrm  and  strong, 
Till  thy  salvation  shall  appear, 
And  hymns  of  peace  conclude  onr  song. 

THAKKSGIVIirQ-DA  F, 

HYMN  83. 
PAET  I.     m.  2. 
"pRAISE  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
'*■      For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy. 


VTWf9k 

Let  thy  praise  onr  tongaM  ^iqdoy ; 
All  to  thee,  onr  God,  we  owe. 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow. 

2  All  the  blessings  of  the  fields. 
All  the  stores  the  garden  jielda, 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain : 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
GrateM  tows  and  solemn  praiseu 

8  Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews, 
Suns  that  genial  warmth  diffuse, 
All  the  plenty  summer  pours. 
Autumn's  rich  overflowing  stores : 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
GrateM  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

4  Peace,  prosperity,  and  health. 
Private  bliss  and  public  wealth, 
Knowledge,  with  its  gladdening  streamS| 
Pure  rdi^on*s  holier  beams : 

Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
GrateM  vows  and  solemn  praise, 

puer  n.    UL  3. 

5  Tet,  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
"From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear ; 
Though  the  sickening  flock  should  ML, 
And  the  herd  desert  the  stall : 

Still  to  thee  our  sools  shall  rmse 
Grateful  vows- and  solemn  praise. 

6  Should  thine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain, 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rising  year  destroy : 
Still  to  thee  our  souls  shall  raise 
GrateM  vows  and  solemn  praiseu 
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3  Then  praise  this  God,  who  bows  his  ear 
Propitious  to  his  people's  prayer ; 
And  though  deliverance  he  may  stay, 
Yet  answers  still  in  his  own  day. 

8  0  may  this  goodness  lead  oar  land. 
Still  saved  by  thine  Almighty  hand, 
The  tribute  of  its  love  to  bring 
To  thee,  our  Saviour  and  our  King : 

4  Till  every  public  temple  raise 

A  6ong  of  triumph  to  thy  praise ; 
And  every  peaceful,  private  home, 
To  thee  a  temple  shall  become. 

5  Still  be  it  our  supreme  delight 
To  walk  as  in  thy  glorious  sight ; 
Still  in  thy  precepte  and  thy  fear, 
Till  life's  last  hour,  to  persevere. 


7«  (Srbinmices  Htib  SipM  9txmmm, 

BAPTISM  OF  IITFANTS, 

HYMN 86.  ma 

a  AVIOUR,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding, 
^    With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care, 
All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 

While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share ; 

2  Now.  these  little  ones  receiving. 
Fold  them  in  thy  gracious  arm ; 
There,  we  know,  thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 

8  Never  from  thy  pasture  roving, 
Let  them  be  the  Lion's  prey ; 
Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving. 
Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way : 

4  Then,  within  thy  fold  eternal. 
Let  them  find  a  resting-place ; 
Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal. 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 
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HTMN87.  B.1L 

rpHE  gentle  Sayionr  calls 
-■-     Our  children  to  his  breast ; 
He  folds  them  in  his  gracious  armsi 
Himself  declares  them  blest. 

2  "  Let  them  approach,^'  he  cries, 
"  N"or  scorn  their  humble  claim ; 
The  heirs  of  heaven  are  snch  as  these, 
For  sach  as  these  I  came.*' 

8  Gladly  we  bring  them,  Lord, 
Devoting  them  to  thee^ 
Imploring  that  as  we  are  thine. 
Thine  may  onr  oflfepring  beT^ 

BAPTISM  OF  ADULTS. 
HT1CN88.   an. 

■pfcuri— ▼!.  10^  M. 

SOLDIERS  of  Christ,  arise, 
And  pnt  yonr  armoor  on^ 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  €k)d  enpi^ies 
Through  his  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
And  in  his  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesns  trusts, 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

8  Stand  then  in  his  great  might, 
With  all  his  strength  endued ; 
And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  figh% 
The  panoply  of  God. 

4  That  having  all  things,  done. 
And  all  your  conflicts  past. 
Ye  may  behold  your  victory  won, 
And  stand  complete  at  laist. 
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OOITFIRMAJIOir, 

HYMN  89.   L.M. 

0  HAPPY  day,  that  stays  ray  choice 
On  thee,  my  Savionr  and  my  God ; 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  thy  goodness  all  abroad. 

2  0  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows, 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  loTe ; 
Let  cheerftd  anthems  fill  his  house. 
While  to  his  sacred  throne  I  move. 

8  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 
Deign,  gracious  Lord,  to  make  me  thine : 
Help  me,  through  grace,  to  follow  on, 
Glad  to  confess  thy  voice  divine. 

4  Here  rest,  my  oft-divided  heart, 

Fix'd  on  thy  God,  thy  Saviour,  rest; 

Who  with  tiie  world  would  grieve  to  part, 

When  caU'd  on  angels'  food  to  fsast  ? 

6  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

HTMN90.   CM. 

WITNESS,  ye  men  and  angels ;  iixrw 
Before  the  Lord  we  speak ; 
To  him  we  make  our  solemn  vow, 
A  vow  we  dare  not  break : 

2  That,  long  as  life  itself  shall  last, 
Ourselves  to  Christ  we  yield ; 
Nor  from  his  cause  will  we  depart, 
Or  ever  quit  the  field. 

8  We  trust  not  in  our  native  strength, 
But  on  his  giace  rely, 
ThHt,  with  returning  wants,  the  Lord 
Will  all  our  need  supply. 
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4  Lord,  guide  our  donbtfol  feet  aright, 
And  keep  us  in  thy  ways ; 
And,  while  we  turn  our  vows  to  prayera. 
Turn  thou  our  prayers  to  praise. 

HYMN  91.   C.IL 

VOUTH,  when  devoted  to  the  Lord^ 
-*-      Is  pleasing  in  his  eyes ; 
A  flower,  though  offered  in  the  bud, 
Is  no  vain  sacrifice. 

2  Tis  easier  far  if  we  begin 
'  To  fear  the  Lord  betimes ; 
For  sinners  who  grow  old  in  sin 
Are  hardened  by  their  crimes. 

8  It  saves  ns  from  a  thousand  snares 
To  mind  religion  young ; 
Grace  shall  preserve  our  following  years. 
And  make  our  virtues  strong. 

4  To  thee,  Almighty  God,  to  thee 
Our  hearts  we  now  resign : 
'  Twill  please  us  to  look  back  and  see 
That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 

HIMN92.  CM. 

Ci   IN"  the  mom  of  life,  when  youth 
'j    With  vital  ardour  glows, 
And  shines  in  all  the  fairest  charms 
That  beauty  can  disclose ; 

8  Deep  in  thy  soul,  before  its  powers 
Axe  yet  by  vice  enslaved- 
Be  thy  Creator's  glorious  K ame 
And  character  engraved: 

8  Ere  yet  the  shades  of  sorrow  cloud 
The  sunshine  of  thy  days ; 
And  cares  and  toils,  in  endless  roondf 
Encompass  all  thy  ways; 

1^1 


4  Ere  yet  thy  heart  the  woes  of  ag( ,  ^.^ 

With  vain  regret,  deplore, 
And  sadly  muse  on  former  joys, 
That  now  return  no  more. 

6  True  wisdom,  early  sought  and  gained, 
In  age  will  give  thee  rest: 
O  then,  improve  the  morn  of  life, 
To  make  its  evening  blest. 

THE  LORD'S  SUPPXB, 
HYMN  93.  CM. 

Rer.  V.  9,  IS,  18. 

rnHOU,  God,  all  glory,  honour,  power, 
•*•  Art  worthy  to  receive ; 
Since  all  things  by  thy  power  were  made^ 
And  by  thy  bounty  live. 

2  And  worthy  is  the  Lamb  all  power, 
Honour,  and  wealth,  to  gain, 
Glory  and  strength ;  who  for  our  sins 
A  sacrifice  was  slain. 

8  AU  worthy  thou,  who  hast  redeemed, 
And  ransomed  us  to  God, 
From  every  nation,  every  coast, 
By  thy  most  precious  blood. 

4  Blessing  and  honour,  glory,  power. 
By  all  in  earth  and  heaven, 
To  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  the  Lamb  be  given. 

HYMN  94.   L.M. 
"VTY  God,  and  is  thy  table  spread, 
-*"■  And  does  thy  cup  with  love  o'erflow  f 
Thither  be  all  thy  children  led, 
And  let  them  thy  sweet  mercies  know. 

2  Hail  I  sacred  feast,  which  Jesus  makes. 
Rich  banquet  of  his  flesh  and  blood : 
Thrice  happy  he  who  here  partakes 
That  sacred  stream,  that  heavenly  food. 
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8  Why  are  its  bounties  all  in  yain 
Before  nnwilling  hearts  displayed! 
Was  not  for  you  t£e  yictim  slatnf 
Are  yon  forbid  the  ohildren's  bread? 

4  O  let  thy  table  hononrM  be. 

And  fumish'd  well  with  joyfol  goests : 
And  may  each  soul  salyation  see^ 
That  here  its  holy  pledges  tastes. 

5  Drawn  by  thy  quickening  grace,  O  Lord, 

In  countless  numbers  let  them  come ; 
And  gather  from  their  Father's  boards 
The  bread  that  lives  beyond  the  tomb« 

6  Nor  let  thy  spreading  Gkrapol  rest, 

Till  through  the  world  thy  tratib  has  mn ; 
Till  with  this  bread  all  men  be  blest. 
Who  see  the  light  or  feel  the  son* 

HYMN  95.   C.l. 

AND  are  we  now  brought  near  to  God, 
Who  once  at  distance  stood? 
And,  to  effect  this  glorious  change, 
Did  Jesus  shed  his  blood  f 

2  O  for  a  song  of  ardent  praise. 
To  bear  our  souls  aboye : 
What  should  allay  our  lively  hope^ 
Or  damp  our  flaming  love? 

8  Then  let  us  join  the  heavenly  choirF 
To  praise  our  heavenly  King : 
O  may  that  love  which  spread  this  board, 
Inspire  us  while  we  sing : 

4  **  Glory  to  God  in  highest  strains^ 
And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 
Good-will  from  heaven  to  men  is 
And  let  it  never  cease.'' 
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HYMN  96.   L.  M. 

TO  Jesns,  onr  exalted  Lord, 
That  Name  in  heaven  and  earth  adored. 
Fain  wonld  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

2  Bat  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know, 
Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low ; 
Far,  far  above  onr  humble  songs, 
The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 

8  Yet  whilst  around  his  board  we  meet, 
And  worship  at  his  sacred  feet, 
O  let  our  warm  affections  move, 
In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love. 

4  Yes,  Lord,  we  love,  and  we  adore. 
But  long  to  know  and  love  thee  more ; 
And,  whilst  we  taste  the  bread  and  wine, 
Desire  to  feed  on  joys  divine. 

5  Let  faith  our  feeble  senses  aid, 

To  see  thy  wondrous  love  display'd ; 
Thy  broken  flesh,  thy  bleeding  veins. 
Thy  dreadful  agonizing  pains. 

6  Let  humble,  penitential  woe. 

With  painful,  pleasing  anguish  flow ; 
And  thy  forgiving  love  impart 
life,  hope,  and  joy  to  every  heart. 

ORDINATION,  OB  INSTITUTION  OF  MINISTKE& 

HYMN  97.    L.  M. 

St.MAtt.z. 

fVd  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  my  !N'ame, 
^^  Sweetly  the  Gospel  trumpet  sound; 
The  glorious  jubilee  proclaim. 

Where'er  the  human  race  is  found. 

2  The  joyful  news  to  all  impart, 

And  teach  them  where  salvation  lies ; 
With  care  bind  up  the  broken  heart, 
And  wipe  the  tears  from  weeping  eyes. 

194 


8  Be  wise  as  serpents,  where  yon  go, 
Bat  harmless  as  the  peaceM  dove; 
And  let  yonr  heaven-tanght  conduct  show 
That  jeVe  commissioned  from  ahove. 

4  Freely  from  me  ye  have  received, 
Freely,  in  love,  to  others  give ; 
Thus  shall  your  doctrines  be  believed, 
And,  by  your  labours,  sinners  live. 

HYMN  98.   LK. 

St.  MMk  svL  li,  *«.,  «Bi  St.  tUU.  nvUi.  It,  *i^ 

"  f2L0j  preach  my  Gospel,"  saith  the  Lord^ 
^^  "  Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  receive; 
Explain  to  them  my  sacred  word, 
'   Bid  them  believe,  obey,  and  live. 

2  *^  I'll  make  my  great  commission  known, 
And  ye  shall  prove  my  Gospel  true, 
By  aU  the  works  that  I  have  done. 
And  all  the  wonders  ye  shall  do. 

8  "  Go,  heal  the  sick,  go,  raise  the  dead ; 
Go,  cast  out  devils  in  my  Name ; 
Nor  let  my  prophets  be  afraid. 
Though  Greeks  reproach,  and  Jews  blasphemi 

4  **  While  thus  ye  follow  my  commands, 
I'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end ; 
All  power  is  trusted  in  my  hands, 
I  can  destroy,  and  can  defend." 

6  He  spake,  and  light  shone  round  his  head ; 
On  a  bright  cloud  to  heaven  he  rode : 
They  to  the  farthest  nation  spread 
The  grace  of  their  ascended  Gk>d. 

flY]CN99.   L.1L 
rriHll  Saviour,  when  to  heaven  he  rose^ 
-^  In  splendid  triumph  o'er  his  fbes, 
Scatter'd  his  gifts  on  men  below, 
And  wide  his  royal  bounties  flow. 
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2  Henoe  BX>rang  the  Apostle's  hononr'cL  name. 
Sacred  beyond  heroic  fame ; 
Henoe  dictates  the  Prophetic  sage, 
And  hence  the  Evangelic  page. 

8  In  lower  forms,  to  bless  onr  eyes, 
Pastors  from  hence  and  Teachers  rise ; 
Who,  though  with  feebler  rays  they  shine, 
Still  mark  a  long-ext«nded  line : 

4  From  Christ  their  varied  gifts  derive, 
And,  fed  by  him,  tlieir  graces  live : 
Whilst,  guarded  by  his  potent  hand, 
Amidst  the  rage  of  hell  they  stand. 

5  So  shall  the  bright  Succession  run 
Through  all  the  courses  of  the  sun ; 

•  Whilst  unborn  churches,  by  their  care. 
Shall  rise  and  flourish,  large  and  fair. 

6  Jesus,  our  Lord,  their  hearts  shall  know. 
The  ^ring  whence  all  these  blessings  flow  • 
Pastors  and  people  shout  his  praise. 
Through  the  long  round  of  endless  days. 

HYMN  100,  L.  M. 

"ClATHER  of  mercies,  bow  thine  ear, 
-^    Attentive  to  our  earnest  prayer ; 

We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  thee, 

Successful  pleaders  may  they  be. 

2  How  great  their  work,  how  vast  their  charge; 
Do  thou  their  anxious  souls  enlarge : 
Their  best  acquirements  are  our  gain ; 
We  share  the  blessings  they  obtain. 

8  Olothe,  then,  with  energy  divine. 
Their  words,  and  let  those  words  be  thine ; 
To  them  thy  sacred  truth  reveal. 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  zeaL 
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4  Teaoh  them  to  sow  the  preoious  seed, 
Teaoh  them  thy  chosen  flock  to  feed; 
Teach  them  immortal  souls  to  gain, 
Sonls  that  will  well  reward  their  pahi. 

5  Let  thronging  multitudes  aronnd, 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  joyfol  soimd ; 
In  humble  strains  thj  grace  implore, 
And  feel  thy  new-creating  power. 

6  Let  sinners  break  their  massy  ohmns, 
Distressed  sonls  forget  their  pains ; 

Let  light  through  distant  realms  be  spreadf 
And  Sion  reai*  her  drooping  head. 

OOKSECBATION  OF  A  OHUBOE, 
HYMN  101.   LM. 
A  ND  wilt  thou,  O  Eternal  God, 
-^  On  earth  establish  thine  abode? 
Then  look  propitious  from  thy  throne, 
And  ti^e  this  temple  for  thine  own. 

2  These  walls  we  to  thine  honour  raise, 
Long  may  they  echo  in  thy  praise ; 
And  thou,  descending,  fill  the  place 
With  the  rich  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

8  Here  may  the  great  Bedeemer  reign. 
With  all  the  graces  of  his  train ; 
While  power  divine  his  word  attends. 
To  conquer  foes  and  cheer  his  friends. 

4  And  in  the  last  decisive  day. 
When  God  the  nations  shall  survey, 
May  it  before  the  world  appear, 
Thousands  were  bom  for  glory  here 

MISSIONS. 
HMN  1IJ2.   L.  M. 
TESU8  shall  reign  where'er  the  sxm 
^   Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shaJl  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
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2  To  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  his  head; 
His  Name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms,  of  every  tongue, 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest,  song ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  Name. 

4  Blessings  abound  wherever  he  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  burst  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

6  Where  he  displays  his  healing  power, 

Death  and  the  curse  are  known  no  more : 
,  In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boast 
More  blessings  than  their  father  lost. 

6  Let  every  creature  rise,  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King : 
Angels  descend  with  songs -again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

HIMNloa.   L.1I. 

Fnlm  ezrii. 

TpROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
-*-    Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 
Jehovah's  glorious  Name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 
And  truth  eternal  is  thy  word : 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  ahorei 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


0 


HYMN  104.   L.M. 

SPmiT  of  the  living  God, 
In  all  thy  plenitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 
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S  Qivt  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  loTe 
To  preach  the  reconoiling  word ; 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Where'er  the  joyM  sound  is  heard. 

8  Be  darkness,  at  thy  coming,  light ; 
0(Mifusion,  order,  in  thy  pal£ ; 
Souls  without  strength  inspire  with  might; 
Bid  mercj  triumph  over  wrath. 

4  Ckmvert  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 
The  Name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
Till  every  people  call  him  Lord. 

HYMN  105.  n.1.^ 

Y^HEN,  Lord,  to  this  our  western  land, 
' '  Led  by  thy  providential  hand. 

Our  wandering  fathers  came, 
Their  ancient  homes,  their  friends  in  youth, 
Sent  forth  the  heralds  of  thy  truth, 
To  keep  them  in  thy  Name. 

2  Then,  through  our  solitary  coast, 
The  desert  features  soon  were  lost; 

Thy  temples  there  arose ; 
Our  shores,  as  culture  made  them  fair, 
Were  hallow'd  by  thy  rites,  by  prayer, 

And  blossomed,  as  the  rose. 

8  And  O,  may  we  repay  this  debt 
To  regions  solitary  yet, 

Wiuxin  our  spreading  land: 
There,  brethren,  from  our  conmion  home. 
Still  westward,  like  our  fathers,  roam ; 

Still  guided  by  thy  hand. 

4  Saviour,  we  own  this  debt  of  love : 
O  shed  thy  Spirit  from  above, 
To  move  each  Ohristian  breast; 
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Till  heralds  shall  thy  truth  prodaim^^ 
And  temples  rise  to  fix  thy  Name, 
Through  all  our  desert  west. 

HYMiri06.  C.IL 

ON  Sion,  and  on  Lehanon, 
On  OarmePs  hlooming  neight, 
On  Sharon's  fertile  plains,  once  shone 
The  glory,  pure  and  bright : 

2  From  thence  its  mild  and  cheering  ray 
Streamed  forth  from  land  to  land ; 
And  empires  now  behold  its  day ; 
And  still  its  beams  expand. 

8  Its  brightest  splendours,  darting  west, 
Our  happy  shores  illume ; 
Our  farther  regions,  once  unblest, 
Now  like  a  garden  bloom : 

4  But  ah,  our  deserts  deep  and  wild 

See  not  this  heavenly  light ; 
No  sacred  beams,  no  radiance  mild, 
Dispel  their  dreary  night. 

5  Thou,  who  didst  lighten  Sion's  hill, 

On  Oarmel  who  didst  shine. 
Our  deserts  let  thy  glory  fill, 
Thy  excellence  divine. 

6  Like  Lebanon,  in  towering  pride, 

May  all  our  forests  smile ; 
And  may  our  borders  blossom  wide 
Like  Sharon^s  fruitful  soil. 

HYMN  107.  n.6. 

FROM  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
From  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 
Boll  down  their  golden  sand ; 
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From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 

They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Oeylon's  Isle ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

8  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  hi^ ; 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation, 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learnt  Messiah's  Name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole: 
Till  o'er  our  ransom'd  nature. 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

HYMN  106.   L.M. 
For  ih6j0tB9, 

DISOWNED  of  heaven,  by  man  oppress'd, 
Outcasts  from  Sion's  hallow'd  ground. 
Wherefore  should  Israel's  sons,  once  bless'd, 
Still  roam  the  scorning  world  around  t 

2  Lord,  visit  thy  forsaken  race, 

Back  to  thy  fold  the  wanderers  bring,* 


HYMNS. 

Teach  theni  to  seek  thy  slighted  grace, 
And  hail  in  Christ  their  promised  King. 

The  veil  of  darkness  rend  in  twain, 

Which  hides  their  Shiloh's  glorious  light ; 

The  sever'd  olive  branch  again 
Firm  to  its  parent-stock  unite. 

Hail,  glorious  day,  expected  long  I 

When  Jew  and  Greek  one  prayer  shall  pour  ^ 
With  eager  feet  one  temple  tlirong, 

With  grateful  praise  one  God  adore. 

HYMN  109.   IV.  1. 

R«T.  XT.  8»  4. 

TTOW  wondrous  and  great 
-*-^  Thy  works,  God  of  praise; 
How  just,  King  of  saints, 

And  true  are  thy  ways : 
O  who  shall  not  fear  thee. 

And  honour  thy  Name : 
Thou  only  art  holy. 

Thou  only  supreme. 

2  To  nations  long  dark 

Thy  light  shall  be  shown; 
Their  worship  and  vows 

Shall  come  to  thy  throne : 
Thy  truth  and  thy  judgments 

Shall  spread  all  abroad, 
Till  earth's  every  people 

Confess  thee  their  God. 

FOB  BUNDA  T  AND  CHARITY  8CS00L& 

HYMN  110.  n.4 

Children,  and  Congregation, 

Ohdldren. 

COME  let  our  voices  join 
In  one  glad  song  of  praise ; 
To  God,  the  God  of  love. 
Our  grateful  hearts  we  raise : 
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To  God  alone  jour  praise  belongs; 
His  love  demands  your  earliest  songSi 

Children. 

S  Now  we  are  taught  to  read 
The  book  of  life  divine ; 
Where  our  Redeemer's  love, 
And  brightest  glories  shine : 

OonffreffoUon. 

To  God  alone  the  praise  is  due, 
"Who  sends  his  word  to  us  and  you. 

ChUdren. 

8  Within  these  hallow'd  walls, 

Our  wandering  feet  are  brought; 
Where  prayer  and  praise  ascend, 
And  heavenly  truths  are  taught : 

CkmffreffcMon, 
To  God  alone  your  offerings  bring; 
Here  in  his  church  his  praises  sing. 

Children, 

4  For  blessings  such  as  these, 

Our  gratitude  receive ; 
Lord,  here  accept  our  hearts, 
'Tis  all  that  we  can  give : 

Oonffregatiofk 

Great  God,  accept  their  infant  songs; 
To  thee  alone  their  praise  belongs. 

JBoih. 

5  Lord,  bid  this  work  of  love 

Be  crown'd  with  meet  success ; 
May  thousands  yet  unborn 

This  institution  bless : 
Thus  shall  the  praise  resound  to  thee, 

Now,  and  through  all  eternity. 


HYMNS. 

HYMNIU.   m.l. 

riLORY  tp  the  Father  give, 
^^  God  in  whom  we  move  and  live ; 
Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear, 
Children's  songs  delight  his  ear. 

2  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 

Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King : 
Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain. 

8  Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
He  reclaims  the  sinner  lost ; 
-Children's  minds  may  he  inspire, 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

4t  Glory  in  the  highest  be 
To  the  blessed  Trinity, 
For  the  Gospel  from  above. 
For  the  word  that  "  God  is  love." 

,       HYMN  112.   CM. 

^y  HEN  Jesus  left  his  heavenly  throne, 
^^    He  chose  an  humble  birth ; 
Like  us  unhonour'd  and  unknown, 
He  came  to  dwell  on  earth : 

• 

2  Like  him,  may  we  be  found  below, 
In  wisdom's  paths  of  peace ; 
Like  him,  in  grace  and  knowledge  grow 
As  years  and  strength  increase. 

8  Sweet  were  his  words  and  kind  his  look, 
When  mothers  round  him  press'd ; 
Their  infants  in  his  arms  he  took, 
And  on  his  bosom  bless'd : 

4  Safe  from  the  world's  alluring  harms, 
Beneath  his  watchful  eye, 
O,  thus  encircled  in  his  aims. 
May  we  for  ever  lie. 
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2  I  bave  beeu  there,  and  still 
'Tia  like  a  little  heftTen  belt 
Not  all  that  earth  and  bIu  c 
8hall  tempt  me  to  forget  tb 

8  O  write  upon  mj  memory. 
The  text  and  doctrine  of  tii; 
That  I  may  break  thy  lawa 
But  love  tliee  better  than  t 

4  With  thoDghts  of  Ohrist  ani 
Fill  np  thia  sinftil  heart  of  i 
That  hoping  pardon  throng] 
I  may  lie  down  and  wake  n 

ETHNI14.   0.1L 

■VfEBOY,  deaoending  from  i 

■"■*-  In  softost  accentB  pleads 

O  may  each  tender  boaom  i 

When  mercy  intercedes, 

2  Children  onr  kind  protooljo 

And  (iod  will  well  appro 

When  infanta  learn  to  lisp  1 

And  their  Creator  love. 

8  Delightful  work,  yonng  sonl 
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CHARITABLE  OOGASIOirS. 
HYMN  115.    C.  M. 

BLEST  is  the  man  whos<>  softening  heart 
Feels  all  another's  pain  • 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 
Is  never  raised  in  vain : 

2  Whose  breast  responds  with  generons  warmth, 
A  stranger's  woe  to  feel ; 
Who  weeps  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 
He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 

8  To  gentle  offices  of  love 
His  feet  are  never  slow ; 
He  views,  through  mercy's  melting  eye, 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

4  To  him  protection  shall  be  shown ; 
And  mercy,  from  above, 
Descend  on  those  who  thus  faM 
The  Christian  law  of  love. 

HYMN  116.   CM. 
T>IOH  ai*e  the  joys  which  cannot  die, 
-*- •*  With  God  laid  np  in  store ; 
Treasures  beyond  the  changing  sky, 
Brighter  than  golden  ore. 

2  The  seeds  which  piety  and  love 
Have  soatter'd  here  below, 
In  the  fair  fertile  fields  above 
To  ample  harvests  grow. 

8  The  mite  my  willing  hands  can  give, 
At  Jesus'  feet  I  lay ; 
Grace  shall  the  humble  gift  receive. 
Abounding  grace  repay. 

HYMN  117.  ni3. 

LORD  of  life,  all  praise  excelling. 
Thou,  in  glory  unconfined, 
Doignlst  to  make  thy  humble  dwelling 
With  the  poor  of  humble  mind. 
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2  As  thy  love,  through  all  creation, 
Beams  like  thy  diffusive  light ; 
So  the  high  and  humble  station 
Both  are  equal  in  thy  sight. 

8  Thus  thy  care,  for  all  providing, 

Warm'd  thy  faithfiQ  prophet's  tongue ; 
Who,  the  lot  of  all  deciding, 
To  thy  chosen  Israel  sung : 

4  When  thy  harvest  yields  thee  pleasnre, 

Thou  the  golden  sheaf  shalt  bind ; 
To  the  poor  belongs  the  treasure 
Of  the  scatter'd  ears  behind :     - 

Chorua.  These  thy  God  ordains  to  bless, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless. 

5  When  thine  olive-plants  increasing 

Pour  their  plenty  o'er  thy  plain. 

Grateful,  thou  shalt  take  the  blessing. 

But  not  search  the  bough  again : 

Crhorus.    These,  die. 

0  When  thy  favoured  vintage  flowing, 
Gladdens  thine  autumnal  scene. 
Own  the  bounteous  hand  bestowing. 
But  thy  vines  the  poor  shall  glean. 

Ohorus.    These,  ht. 

7  Still  we  read  thy  word  declaring 

Mercy,  Lord,  thine  own  decree ; 
Mercy,  every  sorrow  sharing. 
Warms  the  heart  resembling  thee. 

8  Still  the  orphan  and  the  stranger, 

Still  the  widow  owns  thy  care ; 

Screen'd  by  thee  in  every  danger, 

Heard  by  thee  in  every  prayer, 

Hallelujah,  Amen* 
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TO  BE  USED  AT  SEA. 
HYMN  118.    LK 
/2i_0D  of  the  seas,  thine  awfiil  voice 
^^  Bids  all  the  rolling  waves  rejoice ; 
And  one  soft  word  of  thy  command 
Can  sink  them  silent  on  the  sand. 

2  The  smallest  fish  that  swims  the  seas, 
Sportful,  to  thee  a  tribute  pays ; 
-Ajid  largest  monsters  of  the  deep, 
At  thy  command,  or  rage  or  sleep. 

8  Thus  is  thy  glorious  power  adored 
Among  the  watery  nations.  Lord : 
Yet  men,  who  trace  the  dangerous  waves, 
Forget  the  mighty  God  who  saves. 

HYMN  119.  IY.5. 

•*  Saw.,  Lord,  or  ve  peri$h.^'    St.  Matt.  riii.  26. 

TyHEN'  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is 
'  ^  streaming, 

When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is 

gleaming, 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker :  "  Save,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

2  O  Jesus,  once  rock'd  on  the  breast  of  the  billow, 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair,  from  thy  pillow, 
Kow  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
Who  cries  in  his  anguish,  "  Save,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

8  And  O I  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging, 
When  sin  in  our  hearts  its  wild  warfare  is  waging. 
Then  send  down  thy  Spirit  thy  ransom'd  to  cherish. 
Rebuke  the  destroyer ;  "  Save,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

HYMN  120.    CM. 
Which  may  bs  used  at  Sea  or  on  Land, 

LORD,  for  the  just  thou  dost  provide, 
Thou  art  their  sure  defence ; 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide. 
Their  help,  Omnipotence, 
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5  Though  they  thro'  foreign  lands  should  lofos 

And  breathe  the  tainted  air 
Jn  burning  climates,  far  from  homt)| 
Tet  thon,  tlieir  God,  art  there. 

8  Thy  goodness  sweetens  every  soil, 
Mfu^es  every  country  please ; 
Thou  on  the  snowy  hills  dost  smile. 
And  smoothest  the  mgged  seas. 

4  When  waves  on  waveSi  to  heaven  nprear'd, 
Defied  the  pilot's  art ; 
When  terror  in  each  face  appeared, 
And  sorrow  in  each  heart ; 

6  To  thee  I  rused  my  humble  prayer, 

To  snatch  me  from  the  gravo : 
I  found  thine  ear  not  slow  to  hear, 
Nor  short  thine  arm  to  save. 

6  Thou  gav'st  the  word,  the  winds  did  cease, 

The  storms  obey'd  thy  will, 
The  raging  sea  was  hush'd  in  peace, 
And  every  wave  was  stilL 

7  For  this,  my  life,  in  every  state, 

A  life  of  praise  shall  be ; 
And  death,  when  death  shall  be  my  fate, 
Shall  join  my  soul  to  thee. 

I'OB    THE    BIOK. 

HYMNm.    L.1L 
TTTTHEN  dangers,  woes,  or  death  are  nigh, 
*^      Past  mercies  teach  me  where  to  fly : 
Thine  arm,  Almighty  God,  can  aid. 
When  sickness  grieves,  and  pains  invade. 

5  To  all  the  various  helps  of  art. 
Kindly  thy  "heslVn^^o^et  m^«rt; 
Bethesda's  ba.tl[i  rdxi^^  V>  ^n^ 
Unless  aa  augb\\A^a??^\Xi^N^wj<^ 
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8  All  med'cines  act  by  thj  decree, 
Receive  comraission  all  from  thee ; 
And  not  a  plant  which  spreads  the  plains, 
But  teems  with  health,  when  heaven  ordainp. 

4  Clay  and  Siloam's  pool,  we  find, 
At  heaven's  command  restored  the  blind ; 
And  Jordan's  waters  hence  were  seen 
To  wash  a  Syrian  leper  dean. 

6  But  grant  me  nobler  favours  still, 
Grant  me  to  know  and  do  thy  will ;    * 
Purge  my  foul  soul  from  every  stain, 
And  save  me  from  eternal  pain. 

6  Oan  such  a  wretch  for  pardon  sue  ? 
My  crimes,  my  crimes  arise  in  view. 
Arrest  my  trembling  tongue  in  prayer, 
And  pour  the  horrors  of  despair. 

7  But  thou,  regard  my  contrite  sighs. 
My  tortured  breast,  my  streaming  eyes ; 
To  me  thy  boundless  love  extend, 

My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend. 

8  These  lovely  names  I  ne'er  could  plead. 
Had  not  thy  Son  vouchsafed  to  bleed ; 
His  blood  procures  our  fallen  race 
Admittance  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

9  When  sin  has  shot  its  poison'd  dart. 
And  conscious  guilt  corrodes  the  heart, 
His  blood  is  all-suffioient  found 

To  draw  the  shaft  and  heal  the  wound. 

LO  What  arrows  pierce  so  deep  as  sin  ? 
What  venom  gives  such  pain  within  ? 
Thou  great  Physician  of  the  soul, 
Bebuke  my  pangs,  and  make  me  whole. 

LI  O,  if  I  trust  thy  sovereign  skill, 
And  bow  submissive  to  thy  will, 
Sickness  and  death  shall  both  agree 
To  bring  me,  Lord,  at  last  to  thee. 
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HYMN  122.   CM. 

HEN  we  are  raised  from  deep  distresfl^ 
Oar  God  deserves  our  song ; 
We  take  the  pattern  of  onr  praise 
From  nezekiah's  tongue. 

2  The  gates  of  the  devouring  grave 
Are  open'd  wide  in  vain, 
If  he  that  holds  the  keys  of  death, 
^  Command  them  fast  again. 

8  When  he  but  speaks  the  healing  word, 
Then  no  diseiase  withstands ; 
Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord, 
And  fly,  as  he  commands. 

4  If  half  the  strings  of  life  should  break, 
He  can  our  frame  restore. 
And  cast  our  sins  behind  his  back, 
And  they  are  found  no  more. 

6  To  him  I  cried,  "  Thy  servant  save. 
Thou  ever  good  and  just ; 
Thy  power  can  rescue  from  the  grave, 
Thy  power  is  all  my  trust." 

6  He  heard,  and  saved  my  soul  from  death, 
And  dried  my  falling  tears ; 
Now  to  his  praise  1^11  spend  my  breath, 
Through  my  remaining  years. 

I  HYMN  123.   L.K 

0nth68afn«k 

MY  God,  since  thou  hast  raised  me  up, 
Thee  I'll  extol  with  thankful  voice ; 
Restored  by  thine  Almighty  power. 
With  fear  before  thee  I'll  rejoice. 

2  With  troubV^a  "wotw^  with  pain  opprest, 
To  thee  1  cried,  wid  >iXiwsL  ^\^s5iL  ^w^  ; 
Thou  didst  swpporlm^  ^cft^m^^aa^^A, 
My  life  didst  T©acra^e>^«°^^^«^*=''^ 


IITMN8. 

8  Wherefore,  ye  saints,  rejoice  with  me, 
With  me  sing  praises  to  the  Lord ; 
Call  all  his  goodness  to  your  mind, 
And  all  his  faithfulness  record. 

4  His  anger  is  but  short :  his  love, 

Which  is  our  life,  hath  certain  stay ; 
Grief  may  continue  for  a  night, 
But  joy  returns  with  rising  day. 

6  Then,  what  I  vow'd  in  my  distress, 
In  happier  hours  I  now  will  give, 
And  stnve  that  in  my  grateful  verse, 
His  praises  may  for  ever  live. 

6  To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  blest  and  undivided  Three; 
The  One  sole  giver  of  all  life, 
Glory  and  praise  for  ever  be. 

FU2f£BAZ8, 

HYMN121   O.K. 

EAR  what  the  voice  from  heaven  declares 
To  those  in  Ohrist  who  die : 
Released  from  all  their  earthly  cares, 
They'll  reign  with  him  on  high. 

2  Then  why  lament  departed  friends, 
Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 
Death's  but  the  servant  Jesus  sends 
To  call  us  to  his  arms. 

8  If  sin  be  pardon'd,  we're  secure, 
Death  hath  no  sting  beside ; 
The  law  gave  sin  its  strength  and  power ; 
-But  Christ,  our  ransom,  died. 

4  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  bless'd. 
When  in  the  grave  he  lay ; 
And,  rising  thence,  their  hopes  he  raised 
To  everlasting  day. 
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6  Then,  joyfully,  while  life  we  have, 
To  Christ,  oar  life,  we'll  sing, 
"  Where  is  thy  victory,  O  grsTe  t 
And  where,  O  death,  thy  sting  t " 

HTKN125.  G.IL 
HEN  those  we  love  are  snatck'd  &wi^ 
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By  death's  resistiess  hand, 
Onr  hearts  the  monrnfol  trihnte  pay 
That  Mendship  mtrst  demand. 

8  WhOe  pity  prompts  the  rising  sigh, 
With  awful  power  imprest ; 
May  this  dread  truth,  "  I  too  must  die," 
Sink  deep  in  every  hreast. 

8  Let  this  vain  world  allure  no  more ; 
Behold  the  opening  tomb ; 
It  bids  us  use  the  present  hour. 
To-morrow  death  may  come. 

4  The  voice  of  this  instructive  scene 
May  every  heart  obey ; 
Nor  be  the  faithful  warning  vain 
Which  calls  to  watch  and  pray. 

6  0  let  US  to  that  Saviour  fly, 
Whose  arm  alone  can  save : 
Then  shall  our  hopes  ascend  on  high, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

HYMN  126.   CM. 
DtaOhofa  Young  F&rt<m. 

TTOW  short  the  race  our  friend  has  run, 
-^-^    Out  down  in  all  hi8  bloom : 
The  course  but  yesterday  begun 
Now  finish'd  in  the  tomb. 

2  Then  ioyoTiB  -yoxitYi^  Iv^iLce  learn  how  soon 
Thy  yeaxa  TSi^jy  eiA^evs  ^\^^gD^\ 
Long,  long\>eioTft\\^^H\iY^\«3DX\»R«sa 
May  come  d^aX^i'^  ^\owvi  ^»s^V 


8  To  serve  thy  God  no  longer  wait^ 
To-day  his  voice  regard ; 
To-morrow,  mercy's  open  gate 
May  be  for  ever  barr'd. 

4  And  thus  the  Lord  reveals  his  grace, 
Thy  youthful  love  to  gain : 
The  soul  that  early  seeks  my  face, 
Shall  never  seek  in  vain. 

HYMNl^r.   L.M. 
D^ath  qf  an  JnfiiML 

AS  the  sweet  flower  that  scents  the  mom 
But  withers  in  the  rising  day ; 
Thus  lovely  was  this  infant's  dawn, 
Thus  swiftly  fled  its  life  away. 

2  It  died  ere  its  expanding  soul 

Had  ever  burnt  with  wrong  desires, 
Had  ever  spurn'd  at  heaven's  control. 
Or  ever  quench'd  its  sacred  fires. 

8  It  died  to  sin,  it  died  to  cares, 
But  for  a  moment  felt  the  rod : 
0  mourner,  such,  the  Lord  declares, 
Such  are  the  children  of  our  God, 


HYMN  123.   III.1. 

SINNERS,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  yon  why : 
God,  who  did  your  being  give, 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live : 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands. 
Asks  the  works  of  his  own  hands : 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die  f 
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8  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
(Jod,  yonr  Saviour,  asks  yon  why: 
He,  who  did  yonr  sonls  retrieye, 
Died  himself  that  ye  might  liYd. 
Will  yon  let  him  die  in  vain? 
Omc&y  yonr  Lord  agiun  t 
Why,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die  ? 

8  Sinners,  tnm,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  yon  why : 
He  who  ail  yonr  lives  hath  strovei 
Woo^d  yon  to  embrace  his  love. 
Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
WiU  ye  still  refuse  to  live  ? 
O,  ye  dying  sinners,  why, 
Why  will  ye  for  ever  die  ? 

HIMN129.  mi. 

TTASTEN,  sinner,  to  be  wise ; 
-^-^  Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun: 
Wisdom,  if  you  still  despise, 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten,  mercy  to  implore ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  snn ; 
Lest  tiiy  season  should  be  o'er, 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  mn. 

8  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  snn ; 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  bum^ 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4t  Hasten^  sinneir^  \a  \)^  hleat ; 

Stay  not  ioT  \X\ft  moTtQ»V^  «Q3fiL% 
Lest  perditioii  t\vefe  «rc^?»V 
Ero  the  moTtoN>i  V^Xj^^ssois^ 


HTICNB. 

HYMN  130.  n.a 

T>EAOE,  troubled  soul,  whose  plaintive  moan 

-*•     Hatli  taught  each  scene  the  note  of  woe ; 

Cease  thy  complaint,  suppress  thy  groan, 

And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow : 
Behold,  the  precious  b£Jm  is  found, 
To  lull  thy  pain,  and  heal  thy  wound. 

2  Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  opprest. 
On  Jesus  cast  thy  weighty  load ; 
In  him  thy  refuge  find,  thy  rest, 
Safe  in  the  mercy  of  thy  God : 
Thy  Crod^s  thy  Saviour,  glorious  word: 
O  hear,  believe,  and  bless  the  Lord. 

HYMN  131.  8.  IC. 

R«T.  zzU.  17-M. 

rpHE  Spirit,  in  our  hearts, 
-*-  Is  whispering,  sinner.  Come : 
The  Bride,  the  Church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  Come. 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him.  Come : 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come. 

8  Yes,  whosoever  will, 
0  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life : 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo,  Jesus,  who  invites. 
Declares,  I  quickly  come. 
Lord  I  even  so :  1  wait  thy  hour  • 
Jesus,  my  Saviour,  come, 

HYMN  132.   CM. 

YE  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 
With  songs  of  sacred  praise ; 
For  he  is  good,  supremely  good, 
And  kind  are  all  his  ways. 

216 


UYUMS, 

8  All  oatore  owns  his  gaardian  oare^ 
In  him  we  live  and  move ; 
But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

8  He  gave  his  Son,  his  only  Son, 
To  ransom  rebel  worms ; 
Tis  here  he  makes  his  goodness  known 
In  its  diviner  forms. 

4  To  this  dear  refage,  Lord,  we  come, 
Tis  here  our  hope  relies ; 
A  safe  defence,  a  peaceful  home, 
When  storms  of  trouble  rise. 

6  Thine  eye  beholds,  with  kind  regard, 
The  souls  who  trust  in  thee ; 
Their  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward 
With  bliss  divinely  free. 

6  Great  God,  to  thy  almighty  love. 
What  honours  shall  we  raise  I 
Not  all  th'  angelic  songs  above 
Can  render  equal  praise. 


mm  m  c.  il 

A  PPRO AGH,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat, 
-^^  Where  Jesus  answers  prayer; 
There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea. 
With  this  I  venture  nigh ; 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  L 

8  Bow^d  down  beneath  a  load  of  am, 
By  Satan  aot^\y  v^^^^ 
By  war  wVthont,  Sbn^l^as  ^sHSSsaa^ 
I  come  to  tix^fe  iox  ic^^\^ 
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4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-pkoe; 
That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  teU  him,  "  Thou  hast  died." 

6  0,  wondrous  love,  to  bleed  and  die, 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  aa  L 
-  ICi^t  plead  thy  gracious  Name. 

HIKNISI  CK 

T>RAYER  is  the  soul^s  sincere  desire^ 
-*•    Utter'd  or  unexpress'd ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire, 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 
The  fiEdling  of  a  tear ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

8  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer,  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
Tne  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 
The  Christian's  native  air. 
The  walch-word  at  the  gates  of  death ; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

6  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 
Returning  from  his  ways ; 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 
And  cry,  "  Behold,  he  prays  1 " 

6  Id  prayer,  on  earth,  the  saints  are  one ; 
They're  one  in  word  and  mind, 
When  with  the  Father  and  the  Sou 
Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 
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7  O  Tlioti,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod ; 
Lord,  teach  as  how  to  pray. 

SJSPmfTJjrcM. 
HYMN  135.   L.  JL 

OTHOtJ  that  hear'st  when  simiers  cry. 
Though  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look, 
But  blot  their  memory  from  thy  book. 

2  Create  my  nature  pure  within. 
And  form  my  soul  averse  to  sin : 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  presence  from  my  heart 

8  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light, 

Oast  out  and  banished  from  thy  sight : 
Thy  holy  joys,  my  God,  restore. 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Though  I  have  grieved  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
Thy  help  and  comfort  still  afrord ; 
And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne, 
To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

6  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring ; 
The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  despise 
A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

6  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 
And  save  the  soul  condemn'd  to  die. 

7  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways ; 
Sinners  shall  learn  thy  sovereign  grace: 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood, 
And  they  shall  praise  a  pardoning  Gfod. 


HTMNB, 

8  O  may  thy  love  inspire  my  tongue, 
Salvation  shall  oe  aJl  my  song : 
And  all  my  powers  shall  join  to  bless 
The  Lord,  my  strength  and  righteonsness. 

HYMN  136.   L.M. 

STAY,  thon  insulted  Spirit,  stay. 
Though  I  have  done  thee  such  despite ; 
Nor  cast  the  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been, 
And  long  in  vain  thy  grace  received; 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  seen, 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  grieved ; 

8  Yet,  oh,  the  mourning  sinner  spare. 
In  honour  of  my  great  High-priest ; 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  swear, 
T*  exclude  me  from  thy  people's  rest. 

4  My  weary  soul,  O  God,  release ; 

Uphold  me  with  thy  gracious  hand ; 
Guide  me  into  thy  perfect  peace. 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 

HYMN  1S7.   L.  M. 

OH,  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone, 
Oh,  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down, 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find ; 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art. 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

8  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free ; 
I  cannot  rest,  till  pure  within. 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 
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4  F<un  woTild  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God ; 
Thy  light  and  easy  hurden  prove, 
The  oross,  all  stained  with  hallowM  hlood, 
The  labour  of  thy  dying  love. 

6  I  would,  hat  thou  must  give  the  power. 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 

HY0138.  CM. 
FmnUmUtal  QraUimdg, 

13I8£,  O  my  sonl,  the  honrs  review, 
•"   When,  awed  by  guilt  and  fear. 
To  heaven  for  grace  thoa  durst  not  sue, 
And  found  no  rescue  here. 

8  Thy  tears  are  dried,  thy  griefs  are  fled, 
Dispelled  each  bitter  oare; 
For  heaven  itself  has  lent  its  aid 
To  save  thee  from  despair. 

8  Hear,  then,  O  God,  thy  work  fulfil, 
And,  flx)m  thy  mercy's  throne, 
Vbnohsafe  me  strength  to  do  thy  will, 
And  to  resist  mine  own ; 

4  So  shall  my  soul  each  power  employ 
Thy  mercy  to  adore ; 
While  heaven  itself  proclaims  with  joy, 
One  pardonM  sinner  more. 

HI]Qn39.  in.8. 

ROCK  of  Ages,  deft  f<M*  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  ihe  blood, 
From  thy  B\de,a\iwiiMv%^Q«4^ 
Bo  of  sia  the  do\x\>\^  w«^ 
Save  from  wraOa^  vxw^msQt^SkXBft^sw^ 
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2  Should  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
Should  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
This  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  thon  alone ; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  ding. 

8  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  x)n  thy  throne. 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. ; 

HYMN  140.   L.IC. 

FAITH  is  the  Christianas  evidence 
Of  things  unseen  by  mortal  eye 
It  passes  £dl  the  bounds  of  sense, 
And  penetrates  the  inmost  sky. 

2  Things  absent  it  can  set  in  view. 

And  bring  far  distant  prospects  home; 
Events  long  passM  it  can  reAew, 
And  long  foresee  the  things  to  come. 

8  With  strong  persuasion,  from  a&r 
The  heavenly  region  it  surveys, 
Embraces  all  the  blessings  there. 
And  here  enjoys  the  promises. 

4  By  fiedth  a  steady  course  we  steer, 

Through  ruffling  storms  and  swelling  seas, 
Overcome  the  world,  keep  down  our  raar, 
And  still  possess  our  souls  in  peace. 

6  By  Mth  we  pass  the  vale  of  tears, 

Safe  and  serene,  though  oft  distressed ; 
By  faith  subdue  the  king  of  fears, 
And  go  rejoicing  to  our  rest. 
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HYMNlil.   C.IL 

Ram.  TiU.  »-«4. 

OLET  triumphant  faith  dispel 
The  fears  of  guilt  and  woe : 
If  God  be  for  us,  God  the  Lord, 
Who,  who  shall  be  our  foe? 

2  He  who  his  only  Son  gave  up 
To  death,  that  we  might  live, 
Shall  he  not  all  things  freely  grant^ 
That  boundless  love  can  give? 

8  Who  now  his  people  shall  accuse? 
'Tis  God  hath  justified : 
Who  now  his  people  shall  condemn? 
The  Lamb  of  God  hath  died. 

4  And  he  who  died  hath  risen  again, 
Triumphant  from  the  grave : 
At  Grod^s  right  hand  for  us  he  pleads, 
Omnipotent  to  save. 

HYMN  142.   CM. 
DwAFa/ttk. 

T^ELUDED  souls,  that  dream  of  heaven, 
•*-'   And  make  their  empty  boast 
Of  inward  joys,  and  sins  forgiven, 
While  they  are  slaves  to  lust, 

2  Yain  are  our  fancies,  vain  our  flights, 
K  faith  be  cold  and  dead ; 
None  but  a  living  power  unites 
To  Christ,  the  living  Head. 

8  The  fdth  which  new-creates  the  hearl, 
And  works  by  active  love. 
Will  bid  all  sinful  joys  depart, 
And  lift  the  thoughts  above. 

4  G^d  from  the  curse  has  set  us  fre6^ 
To  make  us  pure  within ; 
Nor  did  he  send  his  Son  to  be 
The  minister  of  sin. 


HTHNS. 

HYMN  143.    m.  1. 
Ohritt  <mr  Befuge. 

T1E8U8,  Saviour  of  my  soul, 
^     Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  waves  of  trouble  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  higli : 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past*, 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone, 

StiU  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  hope  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Oover  my  defenceless  head 

With  tiie  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

HYMN  Ml  IV,  4. 

OW  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word ; 
That  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  said^ 
bu  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled : 

ear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  0  be  not  dismay'd, 
I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid ; 
U  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
pheld  by  my  righteous,  onmipotent  hand. 

rhen  thro'  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
he  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow ; 
or  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
Jid  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

Hien  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie^ 
[y  grace,  aU-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply ; 
he  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee,  I  only  design 
hy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 
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5  The  soul  that  to  Jesus  hath  fled  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  shall  endeavour  to  g3i 
I'll  never — no,  never — ^no,  never  forsake. 

EOPR 

HYMN  145. 

T>  ISE,  my  soul,  and  btretoh  thy  wings, 
-"  Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise,  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven,  thy  destined  pliod: 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay, 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Bise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 
To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Oease,  my  soul,  O  cease  to  moura, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  thy  Saviour  will  return, 

To  take  thee  to  the  skies : 
There,  is  everlasting  peace, 

Best,  enduring  rest  in  heaven ; 
There,  will  sorrow  ever  cease, 

And  crowns  of  joy  be  given. 

HYMN146.  ELL 

CHILDEEN  of  the  heavenly  Kin^ 
As  we  journey,  let  us  sing ; 
Sing  the  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

8  BanisVd  onc^^Vi^  wa  betray'd, 
Ohrist  OUT  kAivoc^XA-w^Taa^^^ 
Pardon'd  no^,  uo  mat«>  ^^  t«bss 
Christ  ooudvxcta  m\»  oxaX^waa. 


4  Lord,  obediently  we^ll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee, 

HYMN  147.   CM, 
"TlljT'HEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
* '    To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Shonld  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  fiery  darts  be  hurl'd, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world- 

8  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
Let  storms  of  sorrow  ffidl ; 
8o  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all : 

4  There,  anchored  safe,  my  weary  soul 
Shall  find  eternal  rest ; 
Nor  storms  shall  beat,  nor  billows  roU 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

JOT. 
HYMN  148.   CM. 

rOY  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 

In  nature's  barren  soil ; 
All  we  can  boast,  till  Christ  we  know, 

Is  vanity  and  toiL 

A  bleeding  Saviour,  seen  by  faith, 

A  sense  of  pardoning  love, 
A  hope  that  triumphs  over  death, 

Give  joys  like  those  above. 

These  are  the  joys  which  satisfy 

And  purify  the  mind ; 
Which  make  the  spirit  mount  on  high. 

And  leave  the  world  behind. 
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4  No  mtrre,  believer,  mourn  thy  lot; 
O  then  who  art  the  Lord's, 
Besign  to  those  who  know  him  not> 
Such  J07  as  earth  affords. 

HYMN  149.   S.M. 

COME,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  yonr  joys  be  &tiown; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accoria, 
And  thns  surround  the  throxi^ 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

That  never  knew  our  God, 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

8  The  God  of  heaven  is  ours, 
Our  father  and  our  love ; 
His  care  shall  guard  life's  fleeting  honni 
Then  waft  our  souls  above. 

4  There  shall  we  see  his  face, 
And  never,  never  sin ; 
There,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

6  Yes,  and  before  we  rise 
To  that  immortal  state. 
The  thoughts  of  such  amazing  bliss 
Should  constant  joys  create. 

6  Children  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below : 
Oele^ial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  hope  and  faith  may  grow. 

7  The  hill  oiS)\ou^ft\ds 

A  tho\iaaTLd  sa-cx^  «^^fc\s^^ 
Before  we  reac\i  \\ve>\i^%.'^i<b^i  ^v^' 
Or  walk  the  ?,o\^e»^  ^\.t^x^ 
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8  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry  ; 
We're  travelling  through  Tmraanuers  ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

LOYE, 
HYMN  150.   ni.3. 

T  ORD,  with  glowing  heart  I'd  praise  thee, 
•^    For  the  bliss  thy  love  bestows ; 
For  the  pardoning  grace  that  saves  me, 

And  the  peace  tliat  from  it  flows : 
Help,  0  God,  my  weak  endeavour; 

This  dull  soul  to  rapture  raise : 
Thou  must  light  the  flame,  or  never 
Can  my  love  be  warm'd  to  praise. 

2  Praise,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee, 

Wretched  wanderer,  far  astray ; 
Found  thee  lost,  and  kindly  brought  thee 

From  the  paths  of  death  away ; 
Praise,  with  love's  devoutest  feeling, 

Him  who  saw  thy  guilt-born  fear. 
And,  the  light  of  hope  revealing. 

Bade  the  blood-stain'd  cross  appear. 

3  Lord,  this  bosom's  ardent  feeling 

Vainly  would  my  lips  express : 
Low  befwe  thy  footstool  kneeling. 

Deign  thy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless: 
Let  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure, 

Love's  pure  flame  within  me  raise ; 
And,  since  words  can  never  measure. 

Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise. 

HYMN  151.   in.l. 

LORD,  my  God,  I  long  to  know, 
Oft  it  causes  anxious  thought; 
Do  I  love  thee,  Lord,  or  no  ? 
Am  I  thine,  or  am  I  not  \ 
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2  Coald  my  lieart  so  hard  remain, 
Prayer  a  task  and  bnrden  prove, 
Any  duty  give  me  pain, 
If  I  knew  a  Savionr's  love  ? 

8  When  I  turn  mine  eyes  within, 
O  liow  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild! 
Prone  to  nnbelief  and  sin, 
Can  I  deem  myself  thy  child? 

4  Yet  I  mourn  my  stubborn  will. 

Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall : 
Should  T  grieve  for  what  I  feel, 
Ifl  did  not  love  at  all? 

5  Oonld  I  love  thy  saints  to  meet, 

Choose  the  ways  I  once  abhorr'd. 
Find  at  times  the  promise  sweet, 
If  I  did  not  love  thee.  Lord? 

6  Saviour,  let  me  love  thee  more, 

If  I  love  at  all,  I  pray ; 
If  I  have  not  loved  before. 
Help  me  to  begin  to-day. 

PRAISE. 
HYMN  152. 

rpHE  God  of  Abraham  pral^  . 
-*-     Who  reigns  enthroned  above ; 
Ancient  of  everlasting  daja^ 

And  God  of  love ; 
Jehovah,  Great  I  AM, 

By  earth  and  heaven  confessed ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  Name, 
For  ever  bless'd. 

2  The  God  oi  k\iT«Xv«Kv  praise, 
At  wlaosfe  sw^^tcoi^  c«TOnv«wS. 
From  eart\il  T\s^,  an^^fc^^'^Vs^ 
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I  all  on  earth  forsake, 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power ; 
And  Him  my  only  poi-tion  make, 

My  shield  and  tower. 

8  He  by  himself  hath  sworn, 

I  on  his  oath  depend, 
I  shall,  on  angel- wings  npbome, 

To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 

I  shall  his  power  adore. 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 

For  evermore. 

4  There  dwells  the  Lord,  our  King, 

The  Lord,  onr  righteousness, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 

The  Prince  of  Peace ; 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 

His  kingdom  he  maintains, 
And,  glorious  with  his  saints  in  light, 

For  ever  reigns. 

6  The  God  who  reigns  on  high 

The  great  archangels  sing ; 
And,  "Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 

"  Almighty  King, 
Who  was,  and  is  the  same. 

And  evermore  shall  be ; 
Jehovah,  Father,  Great  I  AM, 

We  worship  thee." 

6  The  whole  triumphant  host 

Give  thanks  to  God  on  high ; 
"  Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  ^ 

They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  mine, 

I  join  the  heavenly  lays ;  ^ 

All  might  and  majesty  are  thine. 

And  endless  praise. 
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5  "Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 

Vast  as  eternity  thy  love ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  must  staml, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

HYMN  155.  in.l 
Songa  ofPraite. 

SOJ^GS  of  piaise  the  angels  sang ; 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

8  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day  : 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb, 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

6  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

6  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy. 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

CONTENTMENT. 

HYMN  166.   CM. 

FATHER,  whatever  of  eai-thly  bliss 
Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne,  let  this, 
My  humble  prayer,  arise  *, 
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2  Give  me  a  calm  and  thankfiil  heart. 
From  every  murmur  free ; 
The  hlessings  of  thy  grace  impaii:. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee : 

8  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 

HYMN  167.   L.M. 

BE  still,  my  heart,  these  anxious  cares 
To  thee  are  hurdens,  thorns,  and  snares ; 
They  cast  dishonour  on  thy  Lord, 
And  contradict  his  gracious  word. 

2  Brought  safely  hy  his  hand  thus  far. 
Why  wilt  thou  now  give  place  to  fear  ? 
How  canst  thou  want  if  he  provide, 
Or  lose  thy  way  with  such  a  guide  ? 

8  When  first  hefore  his  mercy-seat. 
Thou  didst  to  him  thy  all  commit ; 
He  gave  thee  warrant  from  that  hour, 
To  trust  his  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 

4  Did  ever  trouhle  yet  befall, 
And  he  refuse  to  hear  thy  call  ? 
And  has  he  not  his  promise  past, 
That  thou  shalt  overcome  at  last  ? 

6  Though  rough  and  thorny  be  the  road, 
It  leads  thee  home,  apace,  to  Qtod ; 
Then  count  thy  present  trials  small^ 
For  heaven  wUl  make  amends  for  idL 

/iT  AFFLICTION. 

HyMN158.    CM. 
TTEAR,  gracious  God,  my  humble  moan, 
"*-*•    To  thee  I  breathe  my  sighs : 
When  will  the  mournful  night  be  gonet 
When  shall  my  joys  arise  ? 
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2  Yet  though  my  sonl  in  darkness  mooma, 
Thy  promise  is  my  stay ; 
Here  would  I  rest  tUl  light  returns, 
Thy  presence  makes  my  day. 

8  Oome,  Lord,  and  with  celestial  peace 
Relieve  my  aching  heart ; 
O  smile,  and  bid  my  sorrows  cease, 
And  all  their  gloom  depart. 

4  Then  shall  my  drooping  spirit  rise, 
And  bless  thy  healing  rays. 
And  change  these  deep  complaining  sighs 
Tor  songs  of  sacred  praise. 

HTMN159.  n.a 

PMlmxUi. 

AS,  panting  in  the  sultry  beam. 
The  hart  desires  the  cooling  stream, 
8o  to  thy  presence,  Lord,  I  flee. 
So  longs  my  soul,  0  God,  for  thee ; 
Athirst  to  taste  thy  living  grace. 
And  see  thy  glory,  face  to  face. 

2  But  rising  griefs  distress  my  soul, 
And  tears  on  tears  successive  roll ; 
For  many  an  evil  voice  is  near. 
To  chide  my  woe,  and  mock  my  fear ; 
And  silent  memory  weeps  alone 
O'er  hours  of  peace  and  gladness  flown. 

8  For  I  have  walk'd  the  happy  round 
That  'circles  Sion's  holy  ground. 
And  gladly  swell'd  the  choral  lays. 
That  hynm'd  my  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
What  time  the  hafiow'd  arches  rung 
Responsive  to  the  solemn  song. 

4  Ah,  why,  by  passing  clouds  opprest, 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breast  ? 
Turn,  turn  to  Him,  in  every  pain. 
Whom  suppliants  never  sought  in  vain  ; 
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Thy  strength,  in  joy's  ecstatic  day, 
Thy  hope,  when  joy  has  passed  away. 


HTMNi€o.  n.a 

A  eampassianaU  Sigh-PrisaL 

HabMwa  It.  It. 

HEN  gatliering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 


W 

On  Him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain ; 
He  feels  my  griefs,  he  sees  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 
Or  do  the  Ul  I  would  not  do ; 
Still  he,  who  felt  temptation's  power. 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

8  When  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismay'd,  my  spHt  dies ; 
Then  He,  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair. 
Shall  sweetly  sootiie,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

4  When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend. 
Which  covers  all  that  was  a  friend. 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 

Thou,  Saviour,  seest  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

5  And,  oh,  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  bed  of  death,  for  Thou  hast  died : 
Then  point  to  realms  of  endless  day, 
And  wipe  the  lateat  tear  away. 
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HYMN  161.   L.M. 
SancUJted  Ajfflictkm. 

T  ORD,  nnafflicted,  undismayed, 
-^  In  pleasure's  path  how  long  I  stray'd : 
But  thou  hast  made  me  feel  Qiy  rod, 
And  turn'd  my  soul  to  thee,  my  God. 

2  What  though  it  pierced  my  fainting  hearty 
I  bless  thy  hand  that  caused  the  smart ; 
It  taught  my  tears  awhile  to  flow, 
3ut  saved  me  from  eternal  woe. 

8  O,  hadst  thou  left  me  unchastised, 
Thy  precepts  I  had  still  despised, 
And  stiU  the  snare  in  secret  laid 
Had  my  unwary  feet  betray'd. 

4  I  love  thy  chastenings,  O  my  God, 
They  fix  my  hopes  On  thy  abode ; 
Where,  in  thy  presence  fully  blest, 
Thy  stricken  saints  for  ever  rest. 

DAILY  JDEVOTIOJf. 

HYMN  162.   n.3. 
JkUlif  Dependenes. 

TXTHEN,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
' '     The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness  divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 
Ohase  the  dark  clouds  of  sin  away, 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  When  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring ; 
And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame, 
Ask  mercy,  Saviour,  in  thy  Name ; 
My  conscience  sprinkle  with  thy  blood, 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 
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8  As  every  day  thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares, 

0  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end, 
Be  thou  my  counsellor  and  friend : 
Teach  me  thy  precepts,  all  divine, 
And  be  thy  pure  example  mine. 

4  When  pain  transfixes  every  part, 
Or  languor  settles  at  the  heart ; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseased,  oppressed, 

1  torn,  and  sigh,  and  long  for  rest ; 
O  great  Physician,  see  my  griefj 
And  grant  thy  servant  sweet  relief. 

6  Should  poverty's  destructive  blow 
Lay  all  my  worldly  comforts  low ; 
And  neither  help  nor  hope  appear. 
My  steps  to  guide,  my  heart  to  cheer ; 
Lord,  pity  and  supply  my  need. 
For  thou,  on  earth,  wast  poor  indeed. 

6  Should  Providence  profusely  pour 
Its  varied  blessings  on  my  store ; 
O  keep  me  from  the  ills  that  wait 
On  such  a  seeming  prosperous  state : 
From  hurtful  passions  set  me  free. 
And  humbly  may  I  walk  with  thee. 

7  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labours  dost, 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 

With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest, 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest : 
And,  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
O  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 

8  And,  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun, 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labours  done, 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed, 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 
And,  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raifl 
To  see  thy  face  aud  sluq;  thy  praise. 
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HYMN  163.   L.M. 
•*77io««  set  God  ahoays  befors  «?«.'• 

Psalm  xvi.  9. 

AVIOUR,  when  night  involves  the  skioO) 
My  soul,  adoring,  turns  to  thee ; 

Thee,  self-abased  in  moi-tal  guise. 
And  wrapt  in  shades  of  death  for  me. 

2  On  thee  my  waking  raptures  dwell, 
When  crimson  gleams  the  east  adorn, 
Thee,  victor  of  the  gi-ave  and  hell, 
Thee,  source  of  life's  eternal  mom. 

8  When  noon  her  throne  in  light  arrays^ 
To  thee  my  soul  triumphant  springs ; 
Thee,  throned  in  glory's  endless  blaze, 
Thee,  Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings. 

4  O'er  earth,  when  shades  of  evening  steal, 
To  death  and  thee  my  thoughts  I  give ; 
To  death,  whose  power  I  soon  must  feel, 
To  thee,  with  whom  I  trust  to  live. 

HYMN  164.   L.M. 
Morning  Hymn, 

A  WAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
-^  Thy  daily  course  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  early  rise 
J'o  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  Redeem  thy  mis-spent  time  that's  past ; 
Live  this  day,  as  if  'twere  thy  last ; 
To  improve  thy  talents  take  due  care ; 
'Gainst  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

8  Let  all  thy  converse  be  sincere, 

Thy  conscience  as  the  noon-day  clear ; 
Think  how  the  all-seeing  God,  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  eury^^^. 
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4  Wake,  and  lift  np  thyself  my  hearty 
And  with  the  angels  hear  thy  part ; 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing, 
"  Glory  to  thee,  eternal  King." 

5  I  wake,  I  wake,  ye  heavenly  choir ; 
May  your  devotion  me  inspire ; 
That  I  like  you  my  age  may  spend, 
Like  you  may  on  my  God  att^d. 

6  May  I  like  you  in  God  delight, 
Have  all  day  long  my  God  in  sig^t ; 
Perform  like  you  my  Maker's  will : 
Oh,  may  I  never  more  do  ilL 

7  Glory  to  thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept : 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

8  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew ; 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 

Guard  my  first  spring  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

9  Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say. 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

10  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  hlessings  flow, 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  angelic  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

HYMN  165.   LM. 
Jfomini;. 

A  RISE,  my  soul,  with  rapture  rise, 
-^^    And,  fill'd  with  love  and  fear,  adore 
The  awful  Sovereign  of  the  skies, 
Whose  mercy  \ewda  me  one  day  mprOb. 


BYWMk 

2  And  may  this  day,  indulgent  Power, 
Not  idly  pass,  nor  fruitless  be ; 
But  may  each  swiftly-flying  hour  - 
Still  nearer  bring  my  soul  to  Thee. 

8  But  can  it  be?    That  Power  divine 
Is  throned  in  light^s  unbounded  blaze, 
And  countless  worlds  and  angels  join 
To  swell  the  glorious  song  of  praise— 

4  And  will  He  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 
When  I,  poor  abject  mortal,  pray? 
Yes,  boundless  goodness.  He  will  hear, 
Nor  cast  the  meanest  wretch  away. 

6  Then  let  me  serve  Thee  all  my  days, 
And  may  my  zeal  with  years  increafre : 
For  pleasant,  Lord,  are  all  thy  ways, 
And  all  thy  paths  are  paths  of  peace. 

HYMN  166.    C.  M. 
Morning. 

rpO  Thee  let  my  first  oflferings  rise, 
-*-    Whose  sun  creates  the  day. 
Swift  as  his  gladdening  influence  flies, 
And  spotless  as  his  ray. 

2  This  day  thy  favouring  hand  be  nigh. 
So  oft  vouchsafed  before ; 
Still  may  it  lead,  protect,  supply, 
And  I  that  hand  adore. 

8  If  bliss  thy  Providence  impart, 
For  which,  resigned,  I  pray. 
Give  me  to  feel  a  cheerful  heart, 
And  grateful  homage  pay. 

4  Affliction  should  thy  love  intend, 
As  vice  or  tolly's  cure. 
Patient,  to  gain  that  gracious  end. 
May  I  the  means  endure. 
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6  Be  this  and  every  future  day 
Still  wiser  than  the  x>ast; 
And  when  I  all  my  life  survey, 
May  grace  sustain  at  last. 

HT¥Nie7.   ULI 

"W'OW  the  shades  of  night  are  gone, 
-^   Now  the  morning  light  is  come; 

Lord,  may  we  be  thine  to-day ; 

Drive  the  shades  of  sin  away. 

2  Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light, 
Banish  doubt  and  clear  our  sight ; 
In  thy  service,  Lord,  to-day, 
May  we  labour,  watch,  and  pray. 

8  Keep  our  haughty  passions  bound; 
Save  us  from  our  foes  around; 
Going  out  and  coming  in, 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  sin. 

4  "When  our  work  of  life  is  past, 
O  receive  us  then  at  last ; 
Night  and  sin  will  be  no  more. 
"When  we  reach  the  heavenly  snore. 

HYMN  168.    L  ¥. 
Evening  Hyfnn. 

a  LORY  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light : 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  King  of  kings. 
Under  thine  own  Almighty  wings. 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ills  that  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

B  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  \\tt\e  «ja  m^  Xi'i^v 
Teach  rae  to  die,  t^iaJt  ^olm^ 
Triuinpliing  rise  at.  t\ie  \^t,  ^^ . 
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4  O  may  my  soul  on  tliee  repose, 

And  with  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close : 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make 
To  serve  my  God,  when  I  awake. 

6  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 

My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply : 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest^ 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

6  O  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away, 
And  hymns  divine  with  angels  sing. 
Glory  to  thee,  eternal  King. 

7  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  angelic  host ; 

Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

HYMN  169.    L.  M. 
Eveming, 

/IIREAT  God,  to  thee  my  evening  song 
^^   With  humble  gratitude  I  raise : 

0  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  every  onward  rolling  hour, 
Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

8  And  yet  this  thoughtless,  wretched  heart, 

Too  oft  regardless  of  thy  love, 
JJngrateful,  can  from  thee  depart. 
And  from  the  path  of  duty  rove. 

4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 

Of  Christ,  my  Lord;  his  !Name  alone 

1  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God, 

And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 
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5  With  hope  in  him  mine  eyelids  close, 
With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame; 
Safe  in  thy  care  may  I  repose, 
And  wake  with  praises  to  thy  Name. 
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HYMN  170.  G.K. 

OW  from  the  altar  of  onr  hearts, 
Let  flames  of  love  arise ; 
Assist  ns,  Lord,  to  offer  np 
Onr  evening  sacrifice. 

2  Minntes  and  mercies  multiplied 
Have  made  up  all  this  day ; 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  swift,  more  free  than  they. 

8  New  time,  new  favours,  and  new  joys, 
Do  a  new  song  require ; 
Till  we  shall  praise  Thee  as  we  would. 
Accept  our  hearts'  desire. 

HYMN  171.   aM. 
Ev&ntng. 

npHE  day  is  past  and  gone ; 
-*-    The  evening  shades  appear : 
O  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2  We  lay  our  gannents  by. 
Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 
So  death  shall  soon  disrobe  ns  all 
Of  what  is  here  possest. 

8  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears ; 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleepy 
Till  monving  light  appears. 


HTMNB. 

HYMN  172.   nil. 

PMlm  ezlL  S. 

SOFTLT  now  the  liglit  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away ; 
Free  from  care,  from  labour  free, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  thee : 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 

Kought  escapes,  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity. 
Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 

8  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  for  ever  pass  away ; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  me.  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee : 

4  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  known 
All  of  man's  infirmity ; 
Then,  from  thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 

HYMN  173.   IV.  2. 

TNSPIRER  and  hearer  of  prayer, 
-*-    Thou  shepherd  and  guardian  of  thine, 
My  all  to  thy  covenant  care, 
I,  sleeping  or  waking,  resign. 

2  If  thou  art  my  shield  and  my  sun. 
The  night  is  no  darkness  to  me ; 
And,  fast  as  my  minutes  roll  on, 
They  bring  me  but  nearer  to  thee, 

8  A  sovereign  protector  I  have, 
•Unseen,  yet  for  ever  at  hand ; 
Unchangeably  faithful  to  save. 
Almighty  to  rule  and  command. 

4  His  smiles  and  his  comforts  abound^ 
His  grace,  as  the  dew,  shiJl  descend ; 
And  walls  of  salvation  surround 
The  soul  he  delights  to  defend. 
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HYMN  174.   CM. 
Bmtotmeing  th€  WorkU 

LET  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue. 
It  has  no  charms  for  me ; 
Once  I  admired  its  follies  too, 
Bnt  grace  has  set  me  free. 

2  Those  follies  now  no  longer  please, 
No  more  delight  afford ; 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these, 
Now  I  have  known  the  Lord. 

8  As  by  the  light  of  opening  day 
The  stars  are  aD  concealed, 
So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away 
When  Jesus  is  reveal'd. 

4  Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice, 
I  bid  them  all  depai*t ; 
His  Name,  and  love,  and  gracious  voice, 
Shall  fix  my  roving  heart. 

6  Now,  Lord,  I  would  be  thine  alone, 
And  wholly  live  to  thee ; 
Yet  worthless  still  myself  I  own. 
Thy  worth  is  all  my  plea. 

HTMN175.   LM. 

P!SUS,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee : 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  enoless  dayi 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  sooner  far 
Let  night  disown  each  radiant  star; 
'Tis  midnight  with  my  soul,  till  he, 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bid  darkness  flee. 
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8  Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  O,  as  soon 
Let  morning  blush  to  own  the  sun ; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  mj  hopes  of  heaven  depend : 
.No ;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shamie^ 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  Name. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  empty  pride ; 
I'll  boast  a  Saviour  crucified ; 
And,  O,  may  this  my  portion  be, 
My  Saviour  not  ashamed  of  me. 


HTlfN176.  S.E. 
Prayer /br  Christian  Gracst, 

TESUS,  ray  strength,  my  hope, 
^     On  thee  I  cast  my  care, 

With  humble  confidence  look  ap, 

And  know  thou  hear'st  my  prayer : 
Give  me  on  thee  to  wait, 
Till  I  can  all  things  do ; 
On  thee,  Almighty  to  create, 
Almighty  to  renew. 

2  I  want  a  sober  mind, 

A  self-renouncing  will, 
That  tramples  down  and  casts  behind 

The  baits  of  pleasing  ill : 
A  soul  inured  to  pain. 

To  hardship,  grief,  and  loss ; 
Beady  to  take  up  and  snstun 

The  consecrated  cross. 

8  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick,  discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  thee  when  sin  is  near, 
And  sees  the  tempter  fly ; 
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A  spirit  still  prepared, 
And  armM  with  jealous  care. 

For  ever  standing  on  its  guard. 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 

4  I  want  a  heart  to  pray, 

To  pray  and  never  cease, 
Never  to  murmur  at  thy  stay, 

Or  wish  my  sufferings  less ; 
This  blessing,  above  all, 

Always  to  pray  I  want, 
Out  of  Uie  deep  on  thee  to  call, 

And  never,  never  faint. 

6  I  want  a  true  regard, 

A  single,  steady  aim, 
Unmoved  by  threatening  or  reward. 

To  thee  and  thy  great  Name ; 
A  jealous,  just  concern 

For  thine  immortal  praise ; 
A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 

And  glorify  thy  grace. 

•  I  rest  upon  thy  word, 

The  promise  is  for  me ; 
My  succour  and  salvation,  Lord, 

Shall  surely  come  from  thee ; 
But  let  me  still  abide, 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 
Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 

Into  thy  perfect  love. 

HYMN  177.  ma 

/IIUIDE  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
^^    Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  ; 
I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand. 
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2  Open  now  the  crystal  fonntdns 
"Whence  the  living  waters  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar, 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through. 

8  Feed  me  with  the  heavenly  manna 
In  this  barren  wilderness ; 
Be  my  sword,  and  shield,  and  banner ; 
Be  the  Lord  my  righteousness. 

4  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  death,  and  helPs  destmction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan^s  side. 


HYMN  178.   L.M. 
JFcUovfinff  fhs  EoKunpU  of  Chritk 

"HENE'ER  the  angry  passions  rise. 


w 

^  ^     And  tempt  our  thoughts  or  tongues  to  strife, 
To  Jesus  let  us  lift  our  eyes. 
Bright  pattern  of  the  Christian  life. 

2  O  how  benevolent  and  kind, 

How  mild,  how  ready  to  forgive : 
Be  this  the  temper  of  our  mind. 
And  these  the  rules  by  which  we  live. 

3  To  do  his  heavenly  Father's  will. 

Was  his  employment  and  delight ; 
Humility  and  holy  zeal 
Shone  through  his  life  divinely  bright. 

4  Dispensing  good  where'er  he  came, 

Th%  labours  of  his  life  were  love : 
Then,  if  we  bear  the  Saviour's  name, 
By  his  example  let  us  move. 

5  But,  ah,  how  blind,  how  weak  we  arc, 

How  frail,  how  apt  to  turn  aside ; 
Lord,  we  depend  upon  thy  care ; 
We  ask  thy  Spirit  for  our  guide. 
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fair  example  may  we  traoo, 
>  teach  us  what  we  ought  to  be ; 
e  us,  by  thy  transforming  grace, 
I  Saviour,  daily  more  like  thee. 

HYMN  179.   8.M. 
DuHst, 

A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky : 

2  From  youth  to  hoary  age. 
My  calling  to  fulfil : 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  wilL 

8  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live, 
And,  oh  1  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray. 
And  on  thyself  rely ; 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  for  ever  die. 

HYMN  180.  CM. 

PfaU.  lU.  18, 14. 

A  "WAKE,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve^ 
-^^    And  press  with  vigour  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  jseal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  ut^^  Xky  ^ay. 
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8  'Tb  God's  aU-animating  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high, 
^Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  uplifted  eye. 

4  Then  wake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigour  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zea.. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

HYMN  181.   CM. 
DoubUng, 

rpHE  Lord  will  happiness  divine 
-*-     On  contrite  hearts  bestow : 
Then  tell  me,  gracious  God,  is  mine 
A  contrite  heart,  or  no  ? 

2  I  hear,  but  seem  to  hear  in  vain. 
Insensible  as  steel ; 
If  aught  is  felt,  'tis  only  pain 
To  find  I  cannot  feel. 

8  My  best  desires  are  faint  and  few, 
I  fain  would  strive  for  more ; 
But  when  I  cry,  **  My  strength  renew,** 
Seem  weaker  than  before. 

4  I  see  thy  saints  with  comfort  fill'd. 

When  in  thy  house  of  prayer ; 
But  still  in  bondage  I  am  held. 
And  find  no  comfort  there. 

5  O  make  this  heart  rejoice  or  ache ; 

Decide  this  doubt  for  me ; 
And  if  it  be  not  broken,  break ; 
And  heal  it,  if  it  be. 

HYMN  182.   CM. 
D^atrea  afUr  rtnewed  Botineaa, 

OH  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 
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4  Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 
Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer ; 
Bring  me  to  my  Saviour's  feet, 
Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

HYMN  184.   CM. 
Mabiiual  DencMon, 

WHILE  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 
Be  my -vain  wishes  still'd : 
Anc*  may  this  consecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  fill'd. 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestow'd, 
To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flow'd, 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

8  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 
Thy  ruling  liand  I  see : 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
Because  conferred  by  thee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 
In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

6  When  gladness  wings  my  favoured  hoar. 
Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
Resign'd,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  wiU. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear. 
The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear, 
That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

HYMN  185. 

SINOE  I've  known  a  Saviour's  Name, 
And  sin's  strong  fetters  broke, 
Oareful  without  care  I  am. 
Nor  feel  my  easy  yoke : 
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Jojtal  now  mj  faith  to  show, 

I  find  his  service  my  rewara,  j 

All  the  work  I  do  below  j 

Is  light,  for  sach  a  Lord.  I 

2  To  the  desert  or  the  cell,  , 

Let  others  blindly  fly, 
Jn  this  evil  world  I  dwell^ 

Nor  fear  its  enmity ; 
Here  I  find  a  house  of  prayer, 

To  which  I  inwardly  retire ; 

Walking  unconcem'd  in  care, 

And  nnconsmnedin  fire.  S 

I 

8  O  that  all  the  world  might  know 

Of  living,  Lord,  to  thee. 
Find  their  heaven  begun  below, 

And  here  thy  goodness  see ;  i 

Walk  in  all  the  works  prepared  ; 

By  thee  to  exercise  their  grace,  j 

Till  they  gain  their  ftiU  reward^  j 

And  see  thee  face  to  face.  j 


HYMN  186.   L.  ¥.  , 

SiMven  eeen  by  FaUh,  j 

AS,  when  the  weary  traveller  gains  ' 
The  height  of  some  commanding  hill, 

His  heart  revives,  if  o'er  the  plains  I 

He  sees  his  home,  though  distant  still ;  i 

2  So,  when  the  Christian  pilgrim  views  ^ 

By  faith  his  mansion  in  the  skies,  u 

The  sight  his  fainting  strength  renews,  £ 

And  wings  his  speed  to  reach  the  prize.  I 

8  The  hope  oi  '\ieaNWv\a&  ^i^lrlt  cheers ; 
No  mote  "Vie  ^e^^^^ot  ^QTtQ^^^<?fii\ 
Nor  any  i\itaTe  QiWia:\cXi<^%x^ 
So  be  may  ao.^^  «^^.^  ^"^^^^ 
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4  O  Lord,  mi  thee  our  hopes  we  stay, 
To  lead  us  on  to  thine  abode ; 
Assured  thy  love  vtiYL  far  o'erpay 
The  hardest  labours  of  the  rpad. 

HYMN  187.   IV.4. 
**/  toauld  not  Uvs  aJlAJowyP 

Job  tU.  16. 

T  WOULD  not  live  alway :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
■*-  Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here, 
Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer, 

2  I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fetter'd  by  sin, 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  within : 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

8  I  would  not  live  alway ;  no,  welcome  the  tomb, 
Since  Jesus  hatli  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom; 
There,  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

4  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God ; 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright 

plains. 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns : 

5  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet. 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren,  transported  to  greet ; 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  souL 


^      HYMN  188.   CM. 

Job  ziT.  1,  9-8, 6. 

TjlEW  are  thy  days,  and  full  of  woe, 
-^     O  man,  of  woman  born : 
Thy  doom  is  written,  "  Dust  thou  art, 
To  dust  thou  shalt  return." 
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fi  Behold  the  emblem  of  thy  state 
In  flowers  that  bloom  and  die ; 
Or  in  the  shadow^s  fleeting  form 
That  mocks  the  gazer's  eye. 

8  Determined  are  the  days  that  fly 
Successive  o'er  thy  head ; 
The  nomberM  hour  is  on  the  wing, 
That  lays  thee  with  the  dead. 

4  Great  God,  afflict  not  in  thy  wrath, 
The  short  allotted  span, 
That  bounds  the  few  and  weary  days 
Of  pilgrimage  to  man. 

HYMN  189.  CM. 
'Lj  ABE !  from  the  tombs  a  mournful  sound; 
■*-*-   Mine  ears  attend  the  cry ; 
Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground 
Where  you  must  shortly  lie. 

2  Princes,  this  clay  must  be  your  bed, 
In  spite  of  all  your  towers ; 
The  tail,  the  wise,  the  reverend  head 
Must  lie  as  low  as  ours. 

8  Great  God,  is  this  our  certain  doom? 
And  are  we  still  secure? 
Still  walking  downward  to  the  tomb, 
And  yet  prepare  no  more  ? 

4  Grant  us  the  power  of  quickening  grace 
To  raise  our  souls  to  thee. 
That  we  may  view  thy  glorious  face 
To  all  eternity. 

HTMN190.  &M. 

Job  ziT.  11-14. 

THE  nAghty  i^ood  that  rolls 
Its  torrwita  \tt  \k^  Txivis^ 
Can  ne'  er  recaSL  \\a  'v«x«c%^s«^. 
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2  So  days,  and  years,  and  time, 

Descending  down  to  night, 
Can  thenceforth  never  more  return 
Back  to  the  sphere  of  light : 

3  And  man,  when  in  the  grave. 

Can  never  quit  its  gloom, 
Until  th'  eternal  morn  shall  wake 
The  slnmher  of  the  tomb. 

4  O  may  I  find  in  death 

A  hiding-place  with  God, 
Secnre  from  woe  and  sin ;  till  called 
To  share  his  blest  abode. 

5  Oheer'd  by  this  hope,  I  wait, 

Through  toil,  and  care,  and  griel^ 
Till  my  appointed  course  is  run, 
And  death  shall  bring  relief. 

\r  ITAL  iroark  of  heavenly  fiame, 
'     Quit  0  quit  this  mortal  firame ; 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
O,  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying! 
Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

2  Hark,  they  whisper,  angels  say, 
Sister  spirit,  come  away ! 
What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite ; 
Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 
Drowns  my  spirit,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death? 

8  The  world  recedes,  it  disappears : 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings ;  I  mount,  I  fly : 
O  grave,  where  is  thy  victory, 

O  death,  where  is  thy  stin^t 
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BTKK  192.   C.  M. 
"fTTHEN,  rising  5rom  the  bed  of  death, 
' '    O'er  whelmed  with  guilt  and  fear, 

1  see  raj  Maker,  face  to  face ; 

O,  how  shall  I  appear ! 

2  K  yet,  whOe  pardon  may  be  found, 
And  mercy  may  be  sought, 
My  heart  with  inward  horror  brinks, 
And  trembles  at  the  thought ; 

8  When  thou,  O  Lord,  shalt  stand  disclosed 
In  majesty  severe, 
And  sit  in  judgment  on  my  soul, 
O,  how  shall  I  appear  t 

4  But  thou  hast  told  the  troubled  mind, 
Who  does  her  sins  lament, 
That  faith  in  Christ's  atoning  blood 
Shall  endless  woe  prevent. 

6  Then  never  shall  my  soul  despair 
Her  pardon  to  procure. 
Who  knows  thine  only  Son  has  died 
To  make  that  pardon  sure. 

HYMN  193.   aM. 

A  ND  wiU  the  Judge  descend  ? 
-^^    And  must  the  dead  arise  ? 
And  not  a  single  soul  escape 
His  all-discerning  eyes  ? 

2  And  from  his  righteous  lips 

Shall  this  dread  sentence  sound; 
And  through  the  numerous  guilty  throng 
Spread  black  despair  around  ? 

8  Depart  from  mfe.,  ^fiftursed, 
To  ey€>T\as^Ti?>^«av^ 
For  rebel  a.T\geVa^t^X.^^^^«t^ 
Where  m^xc^  "^^^^"^  <^^^. 
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4  How  will  my  heart  endure 
The  terrors  of  that  day, 
Wheu  earth  and  heaven  before  his  ttuoe 
Astonished  shrink  away  ? 

6  But,  ere  the  trumpet  shakes 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 
Hark  I  from  the  Gospel's  cheering  sound, 
What  joyful  tidings  spread, 

6  Ye  sinners,  seek  his  grace, 

Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear; 
Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  cross, 
And  find  salvation  there. 

7  So  shall  that  curse  remove. 

By  which  the  Saviour  bled ; 
And  the  last  awful  day  shall  pour 
His  blessings  on  your  head. 

HY3Dn91   ILT. 

a  RE  AT  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear  I 
The  end  of  things  created : 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated. 
The  trumpet  sounds,  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contain'd  before ; 
Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him. 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise 
At  the  last  trmnpet's  sounding, 

Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies. 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding: 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay. 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On-those  prepared  to  meet  him. 

8  But  sinners,  fiU'd  with  guilty  fears, 
Behold  his  wrath  prevailing ; 
For  they  shall  rise,  and  find  &eir  tears 
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And  sighs  are  nnavailing. 
The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone ; 
Tremhling  they  stand  before  Qie  throne, 

All  unprepared  to  meet  him. 

4  Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear  I 

The  end  of  things  created : 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear. 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated : 
Beneath  his  cross  1  view  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 

HYMN  195.   ULl. 

St.  LolM  Jdii.  S4-4T. 

CIEEK,  my  soul,  the  narrow  gate, 

^  Enter  ere  it  be  too  late; 
Many  ask  to  enter  there 
When  too  late  to  offer  prayer. 

2  God  from  mercy^s  seat  shall  rise, 
And  for  ever  bar  the  skies : 
Then,  though  sinners  cry  without, 
He  will  say,  "  I  know  you  not." 

8  Mournfully  will  they  exclaim ; 
**  Lord,  we  have  profess'd  thy  Name ; 
We  have  ate  with  thee,  and  heard 
Heavenly  teaching  in  tiiy  word." 

4  Vain,  fdas,  will  be  their  plea, 
Workers  of  iniquity ; 
Sad  their  everlasting  lot; 
Christ  will  say,  "I  know  yon  not." 
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13^  (KttriiUg* 

HYMN  196    aiL 
WHERE  shall  rest  be  found, 

'l  Rest  for  the  weary  soul  : 

'Twere  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound, 
Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 
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2  The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh : 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Kor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath : 
0,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death. 

5  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 
Lest  we  be  driven  from  thy  face, 
For  evermore  undone. 

HYMN  197.   CM. 

S  Cer.  ir.  18. 

TTOW  long  shall  earth's  alluring  toys 
-*■-'-  Detain  om*  hearts  and  eyes, 
Regardless  of  immortal  joys. 
And  strangers  to  the  skies. 

2  These  transient  scenes  will  soon  deoay^ 
They  fade  upon  the  sight; 
And  quickly  will  their  brightest  day 
Be  lost  in  endless  night. 

8  Their  brightest  day,  alas,  how  vain, 
With  conscious  sighs  we  own ; 
While  clouds  of  sorrow,  care,  and  pain, 
O'ershade  the  smiling  noon. 

4  0,  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly 
Above  these  gloomy  shades. 
To  those  bright  worlds  beyond  the  sky, 
Which  sorrow  ne'er  invades ! 
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6  There,  jo js  unseen  b j  mortel  eye^^ 
Or  reason's  feeble  raj, 
In  ever  blooming  pro^>ect8  rise, 
Unconscious  of  decay. 

6  Lord,  send  a  beam  of  light  divine, 

To  guide  our  upward  aim : 
With  one  reviving  touch  of  thine 
Our  languid  hearts  inflame. 

7  Then  shall,  on  faith's  sublimest  wing, 

Our  ardent  wishes  rise. 
To  those  bright  scenes  where  pleasures  spring 
Inmiortal  in  the  skies. 

HT]Dn96.  0.  M. 

COME,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid  heart, 
Inspire  each  lifeless  tougue ; 
And  let  the  joys  of  heaven  impart 
Their  influence  to  our  song. 

2  Sorrow,  and  pain,  and  every  care. 
And  discora  there  shall  cease; 
And  perfect  joy,  and  love  sincere, 
Adorn  the  realms  of  peace. 

8  The  soul  from  sin  for  ever  free, 

Shall  mourn  its  power  no  more ; 
But,  clothed  in  spotless  purity, 
Bedeeming  love  adore. 

4  There,  on  a  throne  (how  dazzling  bright! ) 

Th'  exalted  Saviour  shines ; 
And  beams  ineflable  delight 
On  all  the  heavenly  minds, 

5  There,  shall  t\\^  ioWo^R«T%  of  the  Lamb 

Join  iu  iiain.ort«\  ^ii^^\ 
And  endless  Iiohout^  \o  \v\^^«a» 
Employ  their  \.\me&i\V>^^^«^ 
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6  Lord,  tnne  our  hearts  to  praise  and  lore, 

Our  feeble  notes  inspire ; 
Till,  in  thy  blissful  courts  above, 
We  join  th'  angelic  choir. 

HYMN  199.   CM. 

npHERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
-^    Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Eternal  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There,  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-fading  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Bright  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 
So  to  the  Jews  fair  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start,  and  shrink 

To  cross  the  narrow  sea : 
And  linger,  trembling  on  the  brink. 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

6  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 
Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love. 
With  faith's  illumined  eyes ; 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
ITot  Jordan's  streams  nor  death's  ^old  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

HYMN  200.   0.  M. 

SHOULD  nature's  charms,  to  please  the  ^e, 
In  sweet  assemblage  join, 
All  nature's  charms  would  droop  and  die, 
Jesus,  compared  with  thine. 

262 


HTICKB. 

8  Vain  were  her  fiedrest  beams  iisplay'd. 
And  vain  her  blooming  store ; 
Her  brightness  languishes  to  shade, 
Her  beauty  is  no  more. 

8  But,  ah.  how  far  from  mortal  sight 
Tlie  Lord  of  glory  dwells : 
A  veil  of  interposing  night 
His  radiant  face  conceals. 

4  Oh,  could  my  longing  spirit  rise 
On  strong  immortal  wing, 
And  reach  thy  palace  in  the  skies, 
My  Saviour  and  my  King! 

6  There,  thousands  worship  at  thy  feet^ 
And  there,  divine  employ, 
The  triumphs  of  thy  love  repeat 
In  songs  of  endless  joy. 

6  Thy  presence  beams  eternal  day 
O'er  all  the  blissful  place ; 
Who  would  not  drop  this  load  of  clay. 
And  die  to  see  thy  face  ? 

HYMN  20L  m.  1. 

Y^hO  are  these  in  bright  array? 
^  *  This  innumerable  throng. 
Bound  the  altar,  night  and  day. 

Tuning  their  triumphant  song  ? 
Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honour,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain ; 
New  dominion  every  hour. 

2  These  throng  ^ct-j  tmXs  trod ; 

These  froui  gt^aX  «SKv:JC\w!l  ^^ss&k^x 
Now  before  t\ift  \\vtci\ift  oi^^^ 
Sealed  wit^^^  e\.^m»^.^«5aft^ 


HYMNS. 

Olad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 

Through  their  great  Redeemer's  might 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

8  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

Oa  immortaJ  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead : 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs ; 

Perfect  love  dispels  their  fears ; 
And,  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  their  tears. 
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HYMN  202.   CM. 

G«nMit  xzviit  SO,  SI. 

OD  of  our  fathers,  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  blest, 
Be  with  us  through  our  pilgrimage ; 
Conduct  us  to  our  rest. 

2  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 
Our  wandering  footsteps  guide ; 
Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide. 

8  O  spread  thy  sheltering  wings  around. 
Till  all  our  wanderings  cease, 
And,  at  our  Father's  loved  abode, 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

4  Such  blessings  from  thy  gracious  hand 
Our  humble  prayers  \Tcv\\at^\ 
And  thou,  the  Lord,  B\iaX\.\>^  ova  ^<5^ 
And  portion  evennoTft. 
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1  ChronidM  ndx.  lO-U. 

BLESS'D  be  thou,  the  God  of  Israel, 
Thou,  our  Father,  and  our  Lord; 
BlessM  thy  Majesty  for  ever, 
Ever  be  thy  Name  adored. 

2  Thine,  O  Lord,  are  power  and  greatnesBi 
Glory,  victory,  are  thine  own ; 
All  is  thine  in  earth  and  heaven, 
Over  all  thy  bonndless  throne. 

8  Biches  come  of  thee,  and  hononr ; 
Power  and  might  to  thee  belong ; 
Thine  it  is  to  m£^e  ns  prosper. 
Only  thine  to  make  ns  strong. 

4  Lord  onr  God,  for  these,  thy  bomities, 
Hymns  of  gratitude  we  raise ; 
To  thy  Name,  for  ever  glorions. 
Ever  we  address  our  praise. 

HYMN  204.  C.  IL 

ProTerU  iii.  18-lT. 

r\   HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
"^  Religion's  warning  voice, 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 
Than  east  or  west  unfold ; 
More  precious  are  her  bright  rewards 
Than  gems,  or  stores  of  gold. 

8  Her  right  hand  offers  to  the  Just 
Immortal,  happy  days ; 
Her  left,  imperishable  wealth, 
And  heavenly  crowns  displays. 

4  And,  as  her  holy  labours  rise. 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  hex  pat!h&  «c«  v^d»^. 
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HYMN  205.  L.1L 

iMiiOizl.  6-8. 

npHE  morning  flowers  display  their  sweeta^ 
-*-    And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold ; 
As  careless  of  the  noon-day  heats, 
And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

2  Nipp'd  hy  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 
•  Parch'd  hy  the  sun's  more  fervent  ray, 
The  momentary  glories  waste, 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

8  So  blooms  the  human  face  divine, 

When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows ; 
Fairer  than  spring  the  colours  shine, 
And  sweeter  than  the  opening  rose. 

4  But,  worn  by  slowly-rolling  years, 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day, 
The  fading  glory  disappears, 

The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

6  Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb, 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shall  shine ; 
Revive  with  ever-during  bloom, 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

6  Let  sickness  blast,  and  death  devour. 
If  heaven  shall  recompense  our  pains ; 
Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower. 
If  firm  the  Word  of  God  remains. 

HYMN  206.   CM. 

iMiidi  xl.  9t-«l. 

TTtTHY  moumest  thou,  my  anxious  soul, 
^^  Despairing  of  relie:^ 
As  if  the  Lord  o'erlook'd  thy  cares. 
Or  pitied  not  thy  grief? 

2  Hast  thou  not  known,  hast  thou  not  heard. 
That  firm  remains  on  high, 
The  everlasting  throne  of  Him 
Who  made  the  earth  and  sky? 


Art  thon  afraid  his  power  Hill  fail 

In  sorrow's  evil  oay? 
OftQ  the  Creator's  mighty  arm 

Grow  weary  or  decay  f 

4  Supreme  in  wisdom  as  in  power 
The  Rock  of  Ages  stands ; 
Thoa  canst  not  search  his  mind,  nor  trace 
The  working  of  his  hands. 

6  He  giyes  the  conquest  to  the  weak, 
Supports  the  fainting  heart; 
And  courage  in  the  e^  hour 
His  heavenly  aids  impart 

6  Mere  human  enersy  shall  faint, 

And  youthful  vigour  cease ; 
But  those  who  wait  upon  the  Lord, 
In  strength  sliall  still  increase. 

7  They,  vdth  unwearied  step,  shall  tread 

The  path  of  life  divine ; 
With  growing  ardour  onward  move, 
Wim  growing  brightness  shine. 

8  On  eagles'  wings  they  mount,  they  soar 

On  wings  of  faith  and  love ; 
TilL  past  the  sphere  of  earth  and  sin, 
They  rise  to  heaven  above. 

HYMN  207.   CM. 

iMiah  Ivii.  IS. 

npHUS  speaks  the  High  and  Lofty  One : 
-^    My  throne  is  fix'd  on  high ; 
There,  through  eternity,  I  hear 
The  praises  of  the  sky : 

2  Yet,  looking  down,  I  visit  oft 
The  hnmble,  hallo w'd  cell ; 
And,  with  the  penitent  who  mourn, 
'Tie  my  delight  to  dwelL 

8  My  presence  heals  the  wounded  hesrt 
The  sad  \n  sprnt  ckQ«t«-^ 


HYMBB. 

Mj  presence,  from  the  bed  of  dust, 
The  contrite  sinner  rears. 

4  I  dwell  with  all  my  humble  saints 
While  thej  on  earth  remain ; 
And  they,  exalted,  dwell  with  me, 
With  me  for  ever  reign. 

HYMN  208.   m. 

HAlMkk«k  iU.  17-19. 

A  LTHOUGH  the  vine  its  fruit  deny, 
-^  The  budding  fig-tree  droop  and  ^e, 
No  oil  the  olive  yield ; 
Yet  will  I  trust  me  in  my  God, 
Yea,  bend  rejoicing  to  his  rod, 
And  by  his  grace  be  heal'd. 

2  Though  fields,  in  verdure  once  array'd. 
By  whirlwinds  desolate  be  laid, 

Or  parch'd  by  scorching  beam ; 
Still  in  the  Lord  shall  be  my  trust, 
^y  .joy ;  for,  though  his  frown  is  lust. 

His  mercy  is  supreme. 

3  Though  from  the  fold  the  flock  decay, 
Though  herds  lie  famished  o'er  the  leSi 

And  round  the  empty  stall ; 
My  soul  above  the  wreck  shall  rise. 
Its  better  joys  are  in  the  skies ; 

There  God  is  all  in  alL 

4  In  God  my  strength,  howe'er  distrest, 
I  yet  will  hope,  and  calmly  rest^ 

Nay,  triumph  in  his  love : 
My  lingering  soul,  my  tardy  feet, 
Free  as  the  hind  he  makes,  and  fleet,^ 

To  speed  my  coarse  above. 

HYMN 209.    CM. 

St.  John  sir.  6. 

THOU  art  the  Way,  to  thee  alone 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 

2^ 


HT&CNB. 

And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  hy  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth,  thy  word  alone 
True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind 
And  purify  the  heart. 

8  Thou  art  the  Life,  the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm, 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life; 
Grant  us  that  way  to  know, 
That  truth  to^eep,  tliat  life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 

HT3CN210.   aiL 

PUUppiaa*  U.  li,  It. 

TTEIRS  of  unending  life, 
-"-    While  yet  we  sojourn  here, 
O  let  us  our  salvation  work 
With  trembling  and  with  fear. 

2  God  will  support  our  hearts 
With  might  before  unknown ; 
The  work  to  be  peform'd  is  ours, 
The  strength  is  all  his  own. 

8  'Tis  he  that  works  to  will, 
'Tis  he  that  works  to  do ; 
His  is  the  power  by  which  we  aotj 
His  be  the  glory  too  1 

HYMN  211.   ULL 

Epheabuu  r.  14r-lT. 

OINNER,  roujse  thee  from  thy  sleep, 
^  Wake,  and  o'er  thy  folly  weep ; 

Raise  thy  spirit  dark  and  dead, 

Jesus  waits  his  light  to  shed. 

2  Wake  from  sleep,  arise  from  death, 
See  the  bright  and  living  path : 
28^  ^^^ 


HYMKI^. 

Wutchful  tread  that  path ;  be  wise, 
Leave  thy  folly,  seek  the  skies. 

8  Leave  thy  folly,  cease  from  crime, 
From  this  hour  redeem  thy  time ; 
Life  secure  without  delay, 
Evil  is  the  mortal  day. 

4  Be  not  blind  and  foolish  still ; 
Oall'd  of  Jesus,  learn  his  will : 
Jesus  calls  from  death  and  night, 
Jesus  waits  to  shed  his  light. 

HYMN  212.   C.H 

Hebrews  sii.  1,  t. 

T  O '  what  a  cloud  of  witnesses 
-^    Encompass  us  around ; 
Men  once  like  us  with  suffering  tried, 
But  now  with  glory  crown'd. 

2  Let  us,  with  zeal  like  theirs  inspired, 

Strive  in  the  Christian  race ; 
And,  free  from  every  weight  of  sth. 
Their  holy  footsteps  trace. 

3  Behold  a  witness  nobler  still, 

Who  trod  affliction's  path, 
Jesus,  the  author,  finisher. 
Re  warder  of  our  faith : 

4  He,  for  the  joy  before  him  set, 

And  moved  by  pitying  love, 
Endured  the  cross,  despised  the  shame, 
And  now  he  reigns  above. 

5  Thither,  forgetting  things  behind. 

Press  we,  to  God's  right  hand ; 
There,  with  the  Saviour  and  his  saints, 
Triumphantly  to  stand. 
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CLA88  L 
C.  M. 
rpo  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
-■-     The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
Ar^l  shall  be  evermore. 
L  M. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  earth  and  heaven  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was  of  old. 
Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore, 

S.  ][• 

To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit  glory  be. 
As  'twas,  and  is,  and  shall  be  so 

To  all  eternity. 


CLASS  n, 

n.1. 

nno  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
-■-  The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host, 
And  saints  on  earth  adore, 

^1\ 


GLOBIA  PATEL 

Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  Is,  and  so  shall  last 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

n.2. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  heaven's  trimuphant  host, 

And  suffering  saints  on  earth  adore ; 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past. 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last 

When  time  itself  shall  be  no  more. 

n.3. 
To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  glory  in  the  highest  given, 
By  all  in  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 
Ai  was  through  ages  heretofore, 
Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore. 

n.4. 

To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  ever  bless'd, 
Eternal  Three  in  One, 
All  worship  be  address'd, 
As  heretofore 
It  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  so 
For  evermore. 

n.6. 

To  God  the  Father,  and  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  praise  from  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven, 
As  was,  and  is,  and  ever  shall  be  given. 

n.6. 
Etebnal  praise  be  given, 

And  songs  of  highest  worth, 
By  aU  the  hosts  of  heaven, 

And  all  the  saints  on  earth, 


BIOVUL  PATBL 

To  God,  supreme  confeas'd, 
To  Christ,  his  only  Son, 

And  to  the  Spirit  bless'd, 
Eternal  Three  in  One. 

IL7. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  blessed. 
Supreme  o^er  earth  and  heaven. 

Eternal  Three  in  One  confessed, 
Be  highest  glory  given, 

As  was  through  ages  heretofore, 

Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore, 
By  all  in  earth  and  heaven. 

IL8. 

Bt  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven 
Be  everlasting  glory  given, 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit ;  equal  Three 
In  undivided  Unity, 

Ere  time  had  yet  its  course  begUL : 
As  was,  and  is,  be  highest  praise, 
As  still  shall  be  through  endless  daya 


CLASS  HI, 

mi. 

HOLY  Father,  holy  Son, 
Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One  I 
Glory,  as  of  old,  to  Thee, 
Now,  and  evermore  shall  be ! 

in.2. 

Praise  the  Name  of  God  most  high, 
Praise  him  all  below  the  sky. 
Praise  him  all  ye  heavenly  hosty 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 
As  through  countless  ages  past, 
Evermore  h\a  ptaiae  shall  last. 


OLOBIA  PATBI. 

ni.a 

Pbaise  the  Father,  earth  and  heaven, 
Praise  the  Son,  the  Spirit  praise, 

As  it  was,  and  is,  be  given 
Glory  through  eternal  days. 

in.4. 
To  the  Father,  throned  in  heaven, 

To  the  Saviour,  Christ,  his  Son, 
To  the  Spirit,  praise  be  given, 

Everlasting  Three  in  One : 
As  of  old,  the  Trinity 
Still  is  worshipped,  still  shall  be. 

in.6. 

Gbeat  Jehovah  I  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne : 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One. 


B 


CLA88  IV. 
17.1. 

Y  angels  in  heaven 
Of  every  degree, 
And  saints  upon  earth. 

All  praise  be  address'd ; 
To  God  in  Three  Persons, 

One  God  ever  bless'd, 
As  it  has  been,  now  is, 
And  ever  shall  be. 

IV.  2. 

At.t.  praise  to  the  Father,  the  Son, 
And  Spirit)  thrice  holy  smd  bless'd, 

Th'  eternal,  supreme  Three  in  One, 
Was,  is,  and  shall  still  be  addressed. 

274 


GLOBIA   PATBT. 

All  praise  to  the  Father,  all  praise  to  the  Son, 
All  praise  to  the  Spirit,  thrice  hless'd, 

The  holy,  eternal,  supreme  Three  in  One, 
Was,  is,  and  shall  still  be  addressed. 

IV.  4. 
O  Fathkb  Ahnighty,  to  thee  be  address'd, 
With  Christ  and  the  Spirit,  one  God  ever  bless'd, 
All  glory  and  worship  from  earth  and  from  heavoi, 
As  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given. 

iy.6. 

All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Father  be  given, 
The  Son,  and  the  Spirit,  from  earth  and  from  heaven; 
As  was,  and  is  now,  be  supreme  adoration, 
And  ever  shall  be,  to  the  God  of  salvation. 


T 


Ikn*  ITynuu  145  and  tBtk 
O  the  Father,  to  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  ever  bless'd, 
Everlasting  Three  in  One, 

All  worship  be  address'd. 
Praise  from  all  above,  below, 

As  throughout  the  ages  past. 
Now  is  given,  and  shall  be  so 
While  endless  ages  last. 

When  used  to  Bynvn  186,  in  line^rtaO^ 

As  was  throughout  the  ages  past. 


COME,  let  us  adore  Him ;  come,  bow  at  his  feet ; 
0  give  him  the  glory,  the  praise  that  is  meet ; 
L^t  Joyful  hosannas  unceasing  arise. 
And  join  the  full  chorus  that  gladdens  the  skies. 

Y  Whenever  the  JBytnns  are  need  at  the  eelebraHon  ftfDMms  Set* 
«i0«,  a  certain  portion  or  portione  qf  the  FeaXmM  efDofeM,  im 
meire  ehaU  aleooe  sung, 

2T5 


TABLE  OF  FIRST  LINES, 

BHOWTSQ  WHEBE   TO   FIND   EACH  HTMN  BT  THE    BEGINHINa. 


Page 

A  OHABOB  to  keep  I  haye.. .  249 
All,  how  shall  fallen  man ....  142 
Alas,  what   hourly   dangers 

rise 170 

All  glorious  Gk>d,  what  hymns 

of  praise 148 

Almighty  Father,  hless  the 

word 158 

Almighty  Lord,  before  thy 

throne 184 

Although  the  yine  its  fruit 

deny 268 

And  are  we  now  brought  near 

to  God 193 

And  wilt  thou,  O  eternal  God  197 
And  will  the  Judge  descend.  257 
Another  siiC^ays'  work  is 

done 154 

Approach,  my  soul,  the  mer- 
cy-seat  217 

A-rise,  my  soul,  with  rapture 

rise 289 

Aa,    panting   in  the  sultry 

beam 284 

As,  when  the  weary  traveller 

gains 253 

As  o  er  the  past  my  memory 

strays 165 

Aa    the    sweet  flower   that 

scents  the  morn 214 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the 

sun 288 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  ev- 
ery nerve 249 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake ....  152 

Before      Jehovah's      awful 

throne 281 

Begin,  my  soul,  th'  exalted 

lay 186 

Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands 

of  th«  earth 281 

Bo  still,  my  heart,  these  anxr 

ious  cares 288 

Blesfl'd  be  thou,  the  God  of 

Israel 265 


Blest  is  the  man  whose  soft- 
ening heart 206 

Blest  is  the  tie  tnat  binds ....  160 
Behold  the  Savloar  of  man- 
kind  178 

Children    of  the    heavenly 

King 

Christ  from  the  dead  is  raised, 

and  made 178 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-dhy  177 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator, 

come 180 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly 

Dove 181 

Come  let  our  voices  Join. . . .  202 
Come,  Lord,  and  warm  each 

languid  heart. . ; 261 

Come,  ye  that  love  tiie  Lord.  227 

Deluded  souls,  that  dream  of 
heaven 228 

Disown-d  of  heaven,  by  man 
oppressed 201 

Dread  Jehovah,  God  of  na- 
tions  184 

Eternal  source  of  every  joy.  187 

Faith  is  the  Christian's  evi- 
dence   222 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain 
world,  begone 156 

Father  of  mercies  1  in  thy 
word 188 

Father  of  all,  whose  love  pro-    * 
found 182 

Father  of  mercies,  bow  thine 
ear 196 

Father,  to  thee  my  sonl  I  lift  147 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly 
buss 282 

Few  are  thy  days,  and  full  of 
woe 254 

Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of 
Ion© ''^SSX 


286 


1 


TABLBB  OF  FIRST  UNE8  OF  HTlfKS. 


■n  that  dwell  below 
tiMtkiM 198 

From  Grc— lMid*B  icj  moim- 
Uiu 800 

From  whence  these  dlreftil 
mnens  roand 175 

Olory  to  thee,  my  God,  thlB 

nl«ht 241 

Olory  to  the  Father  glre....  204 
Ood  moves  in  a  m ysterioas 

war 141 

Ood  of  the  seas,  thine  awfUl 

▼oloe 208 

God  of  oar  Fathers,  by  whose 

hand 264 

Go  ibrth,  ye  heralds,  in  my 

lyune 194 

"Go,   preach    my    GospeL^ 

■aith  the  Lord 195 

Grace  I  ^  a  charming  sonnd  148 
Great  first  of  beings!  mighty 

Lord 188 

Ckeat  God,  this  sacred  day  of 

thine 166 

Great  God,  to  thee  my  eyen- 

ingsoBg 242 

Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and 

hear 268 

€h«at  God,  with  wonder  and 

withfyraise 182 

Onide  me,  O  then  great  Je- 

horah 24T 

Hail!  thou  long-expected  Je- 
sus   169 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed.  167 
Hark!    firom   the   tombs  a 

moamihl  sound 256 

Hark!  the  g^ad  sound,  the 

Saviour  comes 168 

Hark  I  the  herald  angels  sing  161 
Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise. . .  215 
Hear,  gra^ons  God,  my  hum- 
ble moan 288 

Hear  what  the  voice  ft-om 
heaven  declares 212 


How  beauteous  are  their  feet  166 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye 

saints  of  the  Lord 224 

How  long  shall  earth^s  aUvr- 

ing  toys 261' 

How  helpless  guilty  nature 

lies.......!.... 146 

How  oft,  alas  I  this  wretdied 

heart 171 

How  short  the  race  our  fHend 

has  run 21S 

How  wondrous  and  great...  208 

I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord...  149 

In  loud  exalted  strains 156 

Inspirer  and  hearer  of  prayer  244 
I  would  not  live  alway;  I  ask 
not  to  stay 254 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be. . .  245 
Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope  246 
Jesus,  Saviour  of  my  soul.. .  224 
Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  ~ 

sun 197 

Joy  is  a  ftnlt  that  will  not 

grow VA 

Let  heaven  arise,  let  earth 
appear 184 

Let  worldly  minds  tiie  world 
pursue 245 

Like  Noah^B  weary  dove ....  148 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy 
blessing 158 

Lord,  for  the  just  thou  dost 
provide 208 

Lord,  how  delightftil  *tis  to 
see  806 

Lord,  my  God,  I  long  to  know  828 

Lord  of  life,  all  praise  excel- 
ling  r. 206 

Lord,  unafflicted,  undismay'd  881 

Lord,  with  glowing  heart  rd 
praise  thee 821 

Lo  I  what  a  cloud  of  witnesses  870 


from 


table 


206 


He  dies,  the  Friend  of  sinners  Mercy,      descending 

dies 1T9  I        above 

JBTo's  corae,  let  every  "fcue«\>«       \lfc5  Q^A^  «a!i  ia  thy 

bent "^^^\       «^^«»ft^ 191 

Ifflfrx  of  iinpndinsz  Uf© 'i^^  X'^'S  Qi<i^'^YK!\\.\sv«.xi^\a>!ft^^ 


TABLB  07  FIBST  LIHBS  OF  HTMKB. 


Pagt 

My  gntefVil  sonl,  for  erer 
^tdse 145 

M7  opening  eyes  with  rap- 
ture see 157 

My  Savlonr  hanging  on  the 
tree 1T4 

Not  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord  150 
Now  from  the  altar  of  oar 

hearts 248 

ifow  may  the  God  of  grace 

and  power 185 

Now  the  shades  of  night  are 

gone 241 

O^er     mountain  -  tops      the 

mount  of  God 168 

O  happy  day,  that  stays  my 

choice 190 

O,  happy  is  the   man  who 

hears 2«5 

Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God  250 

O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 182 

O,  in  the  morn  of  life,  when 

youth 191 

O  let  triumphant  faith  dispel  228 
On  Sion,  and  on  Lebanon.. .  200 
O  Spirit  of  the  living  God. . .  198 
Oh,  that  my  load  of  sin  were 

gone 220 

O  thou  that  hear'st  when  sin- 
ners cry 219 

O  thou,  to  whose  all-search- 
ing sight 172 

Our  Lord  is  risen  ttom.  the 

dead 179 

O,  where  shall  rest  be  found.  259 

Peace,  troubled  soul,  whose 
plaintive  moan 216 

Praise  to  God,  immortal 
praise 185 

Prayer  is  the  souPs  sincere 
desire 218 

Uieh  arc  the  joys  which  can- 
not die 206 

Rise,  crown'd  with  light,  im- 
perial Salem,  rise 167 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy 
winjrs 225 

Rise,  0  my  soul,  the  hours 
re\i«'\v 221 

Rock  of  Ages,  cUft  for  me  . .  'tlV 


Salvation  doth  to  God  belrag  18T 
Salvation!  OtheJoyfUsonnd  148 
Saviour,    source    of    erery 

blessing 14C 

Savionr.  when  in  dust,  to  thee  109 
Saviour,  when  night  involves 

the  skies 288 

Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art 

feeding 188 

See,  in  the  vineyard  of  the 

Lord 164 

Seek,  my  soul,  the  narrow 

gate 259 

Should  nature's  charms,  to 

please  the  eye 263 

Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exult- 

ingly  sing 162 

Since  Christ  our  Passoyer  is 

slain 177 

Since  Fve  known  a  Saviour^s 

name 258 

Sing,  my  sonl,  His  wondroos 

love 147 

Sinner,  rouse  thee  from  thy 

sleep 269 

Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  214 
Softly  now  the  light  of  day . .  244 

Soldiers  of  Christ  arise 180 

Songs  of  praise  the  angols 

sang 288 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies.  140 
Stay,  tnou   insulted   Spirit, 

stay 820 

The  day  is  past  and  gone ....  848 
The  gentle  Saviour  calls....  189 
The  God  of  Abraham  praise.  289 
The  God  of  life,  whose  con- 
stant care 164 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall 

prepare 18& 

The  Lord  will  happiness  di- 
vine   250 

The  mighty  flood  that  rolls . .  255 
The  morning  flowers  display 

their  sweets 266 

The  race  that  long  in  dark- 
ness pined 168 

The  Saviour,  when  to  heaven 

he  rose 195 

Tliore  is  a  land  of  pure  delight  262 
The  8i)acious  flrmamcnt  on 
high "Sa^ 
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Pagt 
TUs  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath 

made 153 

Thoa  art  the  way,  to  thee 

•lone 268 

Though  I  ^ould  seek  to  wash 

me  dean 142 

ThoiL,  God,  all  glory,  honour, 

power 192 

Thus  speaks  the  High  and 

Lofty  One 267 

Time  hastens  on ;  ye  longing 

saints 163 

*ris  ilnish'd ;  so  the  Saviour 

cried 175 

*ris  my  happiness  below ....  251 
To  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord. .  194 
To  our  Kcdeemer's  glorious 

name 144 

To  thee  let  my  first  offerings 

rise 240 

To  thy  temple  I  repair 157 

Triumphant  SionI    lift  thy 

head 152 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame  256 

We  give  immortal  praise ....  188 
Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest.  154 
When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my 

God 189 

When  dangers,  woes,  or  death 

are  nigh 209 

When      gathering      clouds 

around  I  view 285 

Whene'er  the  angry  passions 

rise 248 

When  I  can  read  my  title 

dear 226 

When  I  soryey  the  wondrous 

eroM 178 


When  Jesus  left  his  heavenlj 
throne 904 

When,  Lord,  to  this  our  west- 
ern land 199 

When,  rising  from  the  bed  of 
death 2OT 

When,  streaming  ftx>m  the 
eastern  skies 286 

When  those  we  love  are 
snatchM  away 218 

When  thro'  the  torn  sail  the 
wild  tempest  is  stream- 
ing   908 

When  we  are  raised  from 
deep  distress 218 

While  angels  thus,  O  Lord, 
rejoice 160 

While  shepherds  watch'd 
their  flocks  by  night 160 

While  thee  I  seek,  protecting 
Power 259 

With  joy  shall  I  behold  the 
day 191 

Witness,  ye  men  and  angels; 
now 190 

Who  are  these  in  bright  array  968 

Who  is  this  that  comes  from 
Edom 178 

Why  moumest  thou,  my 
anxious  soul 966 

Ye  fkithftd  souls  who  Jesus 

know ITfi 

Ye  fields  of  light,  celestial 

plains IM 

Ye  numble  souls,  approach 

your  God 91(1 

Youth,  when  devoted  to  the 

Lord jn 
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L  THE  HOLT  aOBIPTtrB£6  . . 

IL  OBBATION 

tlL  FBOTIDENOE 

IT.  EEDEMFTlOfT 

V.  THBCHUECH 

TL  TEBTIVALS  ASD  FABTB  .. 
ThaLord'l  Db; 


idQood  Frld^ in 

ITT 

m 

18» 


Trlnltf  SnsdiT 

ThankaglvlBg-a»y 185 

YO,  ORDraANOES  AMD  SPECIAL  OOOASIOm 188 

Buptlam  of  iDbuU 

Bsptlsni  of  AdnlU 


ThslJml's  Supper. 

(frdiD>tion,or  lutltalioil  of 
-OoosfuratloD  of  iCborch... 


TobeoHdktBw. 

TorthsSlok. 

Funenlg 

Tin.  IHTITATIOII  ABD  WAXHIH&  .. 


HTMN8  FOR  PABTIOULAJB  8UBJK0T8  AND   OCGASIONB. 

Pft 

IX.  CHRISTIAN  DUTIES  AND  AFFECTIONS 21T 

Prayer 21T 

Bepentanoe 219 

Faith 221 

Hop6 225 

Joy 22« 

Love 228 

Pralae. 229 

Contentment 232 

InAfflction 288 

Daily  Devotion 2M 

X.  THE  CHEISTIAN  LIFE 245 

XL  DEATH 254 

XIL  JUDGMENT 2W 

XIIL  BTEENITY. 969 

XIY.  lOBOELLANEOUS , Hi 
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